Dude in a Dress 


Author: xyliana 

Bands: Guns N Roses 

Characters: Slash, Duff McKagan, Steven Adler 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [] 


Updated: Wed Apr 27 2022 1910:05 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Chapter One: Dipshit 


Author's Notes: 

So here's that little side story I'm working on. Just somethin’ to break up the multi-year grind of The Journal 
Series. Something fun. Something weird and out there. Something inspired by a passage in Slash's autobiography, 
where he's denied entrance to a club and decides to cross dress so he can seduce Steven, knowing Steve hits 
on every woman in sight, but Slashill eventually run into a familiar someone else. | hope y'all like it cos l'm 


about 2500 words into Chapter Two and l'm enjoying the shit out of it! 


Late August, 1984 

Steven was a dipshit, Slash decided. A dipshit. An asshole. A fuckin’ Benedict Arnold. 

The day had been so-so up until the bar. A fan-fuckin'-tastic, cavalcade of mediocrity. They still had yet to 
find a half-decent lead singer, bassist, or even rhythm guitarist for their band, but at least they were getting 
the word out. 


"At least" 


In the privacy of Slash's mind, the words seethed Mental teeth chewed them up and spit them out, mangled 
them so they slavered snarky contempt. 


At least they were recruiting. At least they were making progress, and networking, and all that other generic, 


mollifying jargon Steven babbled off in order to pacify his friend. 


Slash didn't give two rock hard shits about that. What little corporate "business" side his bands had didn't 
interest him, save for the artistic bits. He just wanted to get this shit moving and play. The sooner the better, 
lest he go crazy. 


"Dude, this is fucking killing me," he moaned peevishly, fingers vexedly clawed in the air. "There's gotta be 
someone out there. l'm so fuckin’ sick of these Eddie Van Halen wannabes and these goddamn glam rock 


motherfuckers." 


His grimaced, tanned caramel visage was cast in glowing bronze from the setting late summer sun, cigarette 
smoke pouring through his lips dissipating in a faint, passing breeze. His beat up sneakers scraped the sidewalk 
as he and his best friend trudged on their paths home, Steven smiling and carefree, Slash playing off nursed 


frustration as sarcastic exasperation. 


At a fresh-faced nineteen-years-old, two of the main things that occupied Slash's mind were girls and guitars, 
and be assured that guitars reigned higher and more often than girls. A respectable few of his romantic 
interests had stormed out of his bed and out of his life, pissed beyond belief that he kept losing himself and 


cared more for his "stupid fucking albums and guitar," than he did them. 


This ultimately came to be a fact of life: That tiffs and arguments would undoubtedly spring up over his 


obsession. 


He genuinely cared for his girlfriends and his friends-with-benefits, but he'd much rather they come to him 
and tell him to shut up about his guitar gibbering rather than suddenly, silently drift far, far away, only for 


him to notice when it was too late. 


If he had to have a mistress, he saw music as the perfect one. She didn't piss, and moan, and complain. She 
didn't play games. She was always there. Always suited his mood. Always left him inspired and hungry for 


more. 


His guitar held his attention and funneled his emotions like nothing, no one, or even he himself could. She only 
asked for love in return. And love, though a complicated, perhaps even nonexistent emotion for a skinny, 


streetwise alley cat such as Slash, was one he could openly, willingly, and over generously give her. 


Steven was the opposite. A few months older (though probably not for the wiser), girls, girls, girls were the 
height of favorite things. 


He loved music. He loved partying. He loved his friends and he loved his drums, and he loved and lived with zest 
for life, but goddamn it he loved women! 


Slash was a horndog himself, but even he could admit he held no candle to Steven's record. After all, Slash was 
shy. Rejection hurt, and he was often awkward with words. 


Plus, having higher standards may have more to do with it, he not-so-secretly figured. 


Slash wasn't the resilient ball of light Steven was, either. Being shot down rolled off Steve's back like drops of 


water down a duck's feathers, and he was off again, trying his luck elsewhere. 


Slash admired it. Even envied it. The only way he could accomplish that level of elasticity was roughly half a 
bottle in. Then nothing mattered, and he could really have fun. 


"Well, it's not gonna happen overnight, man." Steven tapped Slash's arm for their shared cigarette, shrugging 
off Slash's dour statement the moment the filter wedged between his fingers. "It'll be alright. We'll find 
someone. They'll fit in, and itll be cool. No big deal. It's only been, like, a week, dude." 


"Is been nearly fwo weeks and we've been through five people," Slash huffed, emphasizing his displeasure with 
an exaggerated scrape of his sole against the cement. He kicked his opposite foot in quick succession, causing 
heaps of loose curls to bounce as a series of additional scuffs turned into a rough, abrasive shuffle. "Just 
wish we could find someone who shares our influences, you know? God knows this fuckin’ guy," he jabbed a 
sourly disapproving thumb to the distancing Guitar Center behind his back, "was no fuckin’ virtuoso. Couldn't 
even pass as Sid Vicious bad." 


"Nope. Wasn't even so bad he was good." Steven smiled wryly; toothy, wide, and all too understanding. He passed 
the cigarette back to his friend, then briskly rubbed his palms together. "Like, dude! Learn more than ‘Smoke 


on the Water' and ‘Iron Man’ before you do a serious audition! Geez" 


"Its just an insult, man. A waste of time." Slash snickered around the cigarette butt, somewhat mad with 


irritability. "Who does that?!" 


His ears still ached from the sloppy chord changes and complete lack of rhythm. He reached to clear an ear 


canal with a twist of his index finger, scowling when he found it did nothing to alleviate the issue. 


Guilt persistently nibbled him for making the innocent cashier sit through the torture: two fucking hours of 
fumbling twangs and screeches and shittastic excuses. 


Ol Ray hadn't deserved that. After all, he was the only employee that let Slash jam as long as he wanted on 


the guitars he pined over most, so long as he played Ray's reasonable requests on demand. 


Slash couldn't apologize enough to the old troubadour, who'd grinned and dismissed it as, "Just part of livin’ the 


dream." 


"I think that was the worst one yet," Slash continued, squinting into the blinding sunset. "I think I'd rather take 
that weird hippie guy from Tuesday. At least he could play some decent blues." 


"Blind Lemon would've been proud," agreed Steven sagely, waving a hand to Slash's offer of dwindling tobacco. 
“Still, he wasn't right. And the right person will come, man. Stop stressin so fuckin’ much." 


lm not stressing," Slash lied, receiving a disbelieving glower from Steven, whose bright blue eyes danced with 


tiring amusement. "| just wanna get to work. You know | don't like being static." 
"Then just keep writing and keep on lookin’. Keep makin’ calls. Maybe place an ad in the paper.” 


Steven's impressively teased hair began to glow red at the bleached edges, turning fiery with the final rays of 
dying sun. Slash smirked to himself when he realized that it was high enough at the top to just tickle the 
twilight, and still long enough for the ends to dazzle the disappearing burnt light. He wondered just how fuckin’ 


fast Steven'd go up if he got too near an open flame. 


"lll keep practicing at the park and askin’ around while I'm there,” Steven said, tuning Slash back in. "You never 


know. | mean, we met that heavy metal guy. He was pretty cool." 


"We were total opposites!" The cigarette careened before Slash's feet, exploding into a million glowing sparks 


across the concrete. 


He rudely blew the final, massive lungful of smoke into a trio of passing men, all of whom were decked in 
bright spandex and four times as much garish make up as his favorite porn stars. He whipped out his 
weapons, a bratty grin and brazen middle finger at their offended, "Fuck you, asshole!” 


Steven hopped right to his aid, cackling and spinning around to brandish his own bird and yell, "Fuck off!" 


"Anyway," Slash resumed after they had laughed and heckled and shit kicked their way into the heart of the 
Strip, Slash's least favorite part of the journey. "Nah, we were total opposites. Sure, | like heavy metal, but it's 
not my thing, you know? You can play it. You have the kit, yeah, but I'm just not that player. I'm not sure if | 
can get along with and gel with those tempos and signatures. At least not permanently." 


"Man." Suddenly swarmed with people gearing up for a promising night in the clubs, Steven began weaving his 
way through the patch of bodies. He poked his head around them, raising his voice loud enough to be heard 
over their rumble, "I'm startin’ to think you just don't wanna play with anybod-- Ow!" 


He spun and flailed his arms about, exaggerating clearing space around the passing girl he'd bumped into. A 


cute girl, Slash smiled, though a tad too Material Girl for his taste. 


Steven apologized hastily, "Oh! Sorry, sweetheart!" his gaze remaining on her despite her declaration telling him 


to get fucked. She click-clacked away on her hot pink sky-high heels, Steve's eyes scouring up and down her 


fishnet lined legs and hovering around her matching, itty bitty pink miniskirt until Slash sucked him back to 
reality, snatching his forearm and yanking him across the sidewalk before he plowed into a NO PARKING sign. 


‘Oh, shit!" Steve's face was rosy under his blonde bangs. His crooked smile beamed as he stumbled like a lust- 
struck idiot, matching Slash's pace. "Thanks. She was hot, dude. Sorry." 


"Dumbass!" Slash punched him hard on the arm, laughing along with him. "Pay attention, man." 


"| am payin’ attention!" Steven rubbed at the dull aching of his bicep, steadfast grin unable to waver for a 
serious frown, "I just.got distracted is all." 


"You always get distracted," snorted Slash. He pointed a defensive finger at his own chest, striking back at the 
dropped topic as if to prove his superior focusing abilities. "And anyway, if | don't wanna play with anybody, 
then that means that | could strap a pocket pussy to an overstuffed trash bag, and youd try to hit on it" 


"Hm." 


Steven stopped dead in his tracks, causing instant congestion on the sidewalk. He crossed his arms and grimaced 


pensively, gripping his chin as scowling, muttering people impatiently funneled around him. 


This gesture irked the living shit out of Slash. He fuckin’ hated the Strip and made a point to cruise it only 
when looking for or playing a gig. He sure as hell didn't appreciate Steven's sudden desire to replicate The 
Thinker in standing form in the middle of club hour traffic. Nor did he approve of Steve's willingness to utilize 
this dramatic pause to make Slash await whatever colorful answer Steven's goofy ass was bound to come up 


with. 

"Now that you mention it," Steven adopted a learned tone and studious expression, speaking over the bustle of 
a moving crowd, "I just might hit on that garbage pocket pussy. Only because you're so fuckin' bitchy and 
impatient about this band getting started that | seriously am starting to wonder if you can tolerate another 
guitarist." 


Slash's jaw dropped. He gaped at Steven, downright fuckin’ offended, torn between clocking him in the jaw and 
slapping him in the nuts. 


"Dude, for real?" Slash settled on glaring daggers at him, saving a physical reprimand for a later, more severe 
offense. "Fuck you, man. l'm perfectly capable of playing nice! We just haven't met the right person yet." 


"Finally! He says it!" Steven's hands reached triumphantly to the night sky, illuminated a sandy bile by the 
raging light pollution. "Now shut the fuck up about it already. Goddamn!" 


With those words, Steven's last strike was struck 


Giddy with the thrill of comeuppance, Slash readied himself for a brief, concise attack. He steeled his shoulders, 


forced his face to a neutral, subdued calm, and firmly balled his fist. He kept it low and snug to himself, 
targeting Steven's thigh as the victim for an outright murderous charley horse later that night. 


One so bad that hi-hat leg will never be the same! Bwahahaha! 


"You know what you need, bro?" Steven's unflappable charisma shit upon Slash's parade in the form of an 
obnoxiously sunny grin and an arm around his shoulder, yanking him down into a neck-snapping squeeze of 


camaraderie. 


"A beer!" Steven joyously bellowed into Slash's disgruntled face, smashed way too close to Steven's heinously 


under-deodorized armpit. "My treat! Whatcha say?" 


Skin practically becoming one with the flesh and chest carpet tickling his cheek through Steven's white fishnet 
shirt, Slash's squashed jaw strained apart enough to strangle out, "Æ yu don’ fugin khil me fwist..! 


Two seconds ticked by, and apparently Steve didn't realize his forearm had slipped down and was currently 
crushing Slash's windpipe. He was too motherfuckin’ distracted by another chick that crossed their path, so 
hopelessly smitten he began unwittingly dragging a gagging, thrashing Slash by the throat, spinning him in a 
half-circle to ogle the innocent passerby before she disappeared in the crowd. 


With several writhing, cursing heaves that nearly tore his ears from their proper place, Slash wrenched 
himself from Steven's headlock. 


A creaky, earsplitting gasp shattered the chaotic babble saturating the Strip. Slash, oxygen starved and 
startled, scuttled a safe distance away from his would-be, witless murderer, frantically clapping soothing, 
investigative fingers to his scratchy throat. 


"Jesus! His curse squeaked like a deflating ball. 


Sounded more like, "Wheezus!" Steven's internal cackle transferred to an outer stifled, snorting guffaw. He stood 


aside, hands loosely on his hips to watch the show, completely unperturbed by Slash's suffering. 


"What the fuck, Steve?!" Slash coughed rather melodramatically in Steven's Face's crystal clear opinion Slash's 
burning throat, watery eyes, and sore neck sure fuckin’ begged to differ. "Watch what you're doin’, man!" 


Chest rattling with a hacking, wheezing cough, Slash's hand dove into his jeans pocket where he speedily 
retrieved and lit a cigarette to dispatch the problem. And dispatch, it did. 


"Oh, please," Steven scoffed, flopping a limp, dismissive wrist at the sight of Slash sucking down his smoke like 
milk from a whiskey-infused titty. "You're perfectly fine. Suck it up, ya puss." 


Slash scowled nastily at Steven. Lips firmly on the filter of his cigarette, he remained silent, rubbing at the 


growing crimson friction burn on his throat. He spun away from the source of his irritation and ambled 


onward, content to leer and puff instead of lashing back. 


Slash savored the relative silence as Steve wordlessly fell in behind him. He was grateful that the only things 
ringing his eardrums were the blaring club music, buzzing chatter, and clacks and clicks of boots and heels; it 


gave him time to formulate a quick plan of escape. 


After a few blocks Slash peered at the building beside him, relieved to see that it wasn't but a handful of 
blocks to go until he gave Steven the slip and took the cut off to his mom's house. Given the congestion on the 


Strip, he ventured an ETA in just fifteen to twenty minutes. 
He could live with that perfectly well. Then he could get to practicing Oh, man, he was already day dreaming! 


"Dude!" Steven's trumpeted enthusiasm cruelly ripped Slash from the first notes of a burgeoning melody. 
"Check it out!" 


"Wha-" 


But Steven had already bolted away, charging off like a hound dog locked on a scent, leaving only a blonde blur 


in his wake. 
"Augh! Goddamn it, Steve!" 


Slash's feet sprung in action as he bounded behind, effortlessly following Steven's bouncing bleached hair. They 
dodged Strip patrons and weirdos with the dexterous grace of mindless routine, skittering to a halt before a 
neon sign, a simple pink square containing the stacked words JHE PEARL in white. 


Slash stared at his friend with wide-eyed incredulity. His eyebrows slowly, bewilderingly sagged lower and lower 
the longer he tried to process everything he knew about this bar. 


Steven stared back, grinning ear-to-ear and marvelously thrusting two showy hands at the massive, blocky 
letters that dominated a plain white field, its message glowing like a glorious gift from the gods above the 


double wooden doors of the aging red brick facade. 


LADIES‘ NGHT 
$150 PITCHERS 


"$150 pitchers," Slash's dry, itchy esophagus mused. "Huh." 
‘Ladies’ night," Steven's perky brows wagged. "Huh?? 
Steven bounced ecstatically on his toes like a kid at a carnival. He slapped Slash's arm with revved up 


excitement, harder and faster and more energetic until Slash's skin stung so severely he swatted away Stevie's 


hand. 


"Whatcha think, dude?!" Steven beamed. "Wanna go?!" 
"Uhh." 


Slash's squinted eyes roamed the structure, his tingling skin taking a backseat to the chill of doubt hovering in 
his guts. 


He took in the small lookout window and the lone, alert watchman scanning the crowd, then curiously eyed the 


varieties of people trickling in through the door. 


The drag queen hovering a few yards from the entrance caught his attention. A very good, very natural- 


looking drag queen, he could admit, but a drag queen nonetheless. 

Slash frowned. 

He shook his head, rubbed his eyes, then he looked again. 

He studied the queen's flowing black lace gown, following the straight, slimming lines until the hem swept just 
above the ground. He returned his gaze to his--her face (his mother would smack him hard across the chest 
for that), to investigate the paled expanse, high bronzed cheekbores, full crimson lips, and brightly, though 


tastefully, embellished eyes, complete with long, lush lashes that could just skirt by as god-given 


He absorbed the entirety of the outfit and the feminine, made up face. The only real betrayals of masculinity 
were her slightly broad shoulders, strong collarbones, and the faint hint of an Adam's apple above the 
sparkling, gaudy rhinestone necklace at the base of her throat. Oh. And the fact that she was about six-foot- 


six and towered over the raging river of Strip patrons. 
Slash's instinct and information were right. 


He jabbed his cigarette toward the building, glaring pointedly over his shoulder at Steven. "Thats a fuckin’ gay 
bar, you dipshit." 


"So? Who cares!" Steven childlike enthusiasm radiated brighter than the sluggishly rising near-full moon. "It's 
ladies‘ night | haven't gotten any for three days! It's perfect!" 


"Uhh." 
Slash continued his innocent survey, blushing for a reason he didn't quite understand when the drag queen, 
with her big, blonde wig blown out perfectly spherical, gave him a wink, a small smile, and shy wave of nimble, 


satin-gloved fingers, each of them bearing a flashy costume gem. 


"Cause uh." 


Slash's gaze was cought by a tough looking motorcycle chick, who sneered in challenge at him and rolled her 
burly, leather-clad shoulders. She took a smaller, daintier woman under her arm as if to shield her from his 


eyes, then escorted her through the entry and into the darkness beyond. 


Slash snickered beneath his breath, giving Steven a droll, lofty grin. “Cause | don't think most of these chicks 


want the sausage you're tryin to sell, man 


He shook his head in finality, taking a last drag before dropping his cigarette and smashing it beneath his shoe. 


"Man, | wanna get home, anyway. I'll take a rain check." 
Steven was undeterred. Just like with women, rejection only seemed To encourage him. 


"But dude," he tossed his hands toward the $/50 PITCHERS, his blue eyes becoming bigger and bigger with his 
begging, "I'll pay! | owe ya, anyway, and | need this, bro. | fuckin’ need this!" 


‘Its a gay bar, Steve!" Slash iterated his point with a ghoulish bugging of his eyes. "We don't fuckin’ belong in 
there, much less will we be welcome there! What part of that don't you get?" 


"Oh, come on Slash, those unsuspecting bi girls just ain't met me yet! And look at you; you have a face that 
clearly says you've sucked a dick before. We'll be fine.” 


‘|. What?!" Slash nearly laid Steve out cold on the pavement for blabbing his private business to the world. 
"Excuse the fuck out of me?! And what about you?!" 


"Only when it played to my advantage." Steven was way too fuckin’ smug for that admittance. "Drugs, booze, 
sure. Just for fun? Not my thing. There's no shame in likin’ a little dick from time to time, bro, calm down 


Now, come on!" 


Steven started to dance in small side to side steps, clapping his hands in rhythm as he sang, "Oh, yes, it's ladles’ 
night, and the feelin's right! as if a merry jig would help sway his unwilling buddy. "You know it is, Slash! Let's 
go!" 


"Steve." Slash pinched the bridge of his nose, expression downcast. "I swear to god." 


"Oh, what the fuck do you care?" Steven chuckled, chipper as can be, and slapped Slash joyfully on the back. 
"Just come in and enjoy free beer while | work my magic, eh? Whaddya say? Don't have to talk to nobody, or 
do anything, or nothin’. Just keep to yourself and get shitfaced on my dime." 


"Oh, my god, fine!" Slash shoved Steven away, eyes bulging with frustration and the sudden, screaming urge for 
gallons of alcohol. "A couple pitchers to myself" he wanted to make that point perfectly clear, "then I'm gone. 
Alright?" 


If Slash had been more responsible he would've suggested his friend buy himself some food nutritious enough 
to put some meat on his visible ribs. Perhaps even invest in a dictionary, some fucking therapy, or a brand 
new brain that actually functioned. But instead he smirked, defeated and undeniably thirsty, and moved to tug a 
fake ID from his wallet. 


Steven was already there, identification at the ready and the unoccupied hand clamped on Slash's wrist, 


dragging him into the narrow choke point in front of the door. 

After returning his wallet to his jeans and giving a cautious glance to the people pooled around them, Slash 
realized Steven hadn't yet released his wrist. He gave the back of Steve's blonde, tousled head a narrow-eyed 
glare, jiggling his arm to free it. 


"Let go, fucker,” he hissed. "You tryin to get them to think we're gay so they'll let us in, or what?" 


"Huh?" Steven briefly studied the hand beneath his, face puzzled. "Well, no, but.. Now that you mention it, it 


just might improve our chances. Wanna hold hands?" 


"l." Slash's false credentials smacked him in the nose with his face palm. He groaned a sigh, rolling his eyes and 
physically drooping with chagrin. "Fine. Whatever." 


A second later Stever's fingers glided down to interweave with Slash's. The contact was palm-to-palm, firm and 
confident, not a damn care in the world from Steven's end. 


Slash cringed in instant, violent discomfort. He fought to maintain the ruse, struggling tooth and nail not to rip 


his hand away and flail the corrosive, unknown Steve cooties from it. 

‘Oh. My. God" Slash's voice rumbled a deep monotone, face aghast in disgust. He stared straight ahead, 
mumbling from the side of his mouth so only Steven could hear, "This is way, way more intimate than | ever 
wanted to be with you. Ugh." 

"Oh, shut up," Steven whisper-snipped. "We'll be in in no time. Deal with it." 

"Fuckin' ‘deal with it?! This is creepin’ me out!" 

"Why're you creeped out? It's just me, dude." 

"Ugh, it's just.. So fuckin’ uncomfortable. You're my friend, man." 

"Well, Slash. Friends help other fri.. Ew! Gross! Why's your hand already sweaty?" 


"Because you're stressing me out!" 


"Why am | stressin you out?" 


"Cause you got me out here at this bar! You're holding my fuckin’ hand and you--" 


The shuffling line opened up, vomiting the two of them on a grey threadbare entrance rug before the open 
double doors. 


Slash straightened himself, doing his best not to think about his soggy ass hand in Steven's stiff, icy claw. 


A bouncer, relatively Slash's height but about three times as wide, held out his hand expectantly. His dull 
brown eyes were glazed with a disinterested, auto-pilot sheen that made Slash do a semi-hopeful, semi- 


nervous double take. 


"ID, please," droned the bouncer beneath his neatly groomed walrus mustache. Matteo, Slash read in the neat, 


white cursive embroidery sewn upon the left breast of his black T-shirt. 
Should've called your bg ass Mustache-o with that Burt Reynolds thing you got goin’ on, man 
Slash made sure not to smirk at that thought. 


Steven went first, saving face by not waxing on about any potential relationship between Slash and himself. He 
stayed silent, grinning happily and apprehensively crushing Slash's fret hand as the bouncer repeatedly shifted 
his gaze from the card to him, no doubt judging the validity. 


"Go ‘head" Matteo finally, lazily boomed. 


He tipped his brunette, mustachioed head over his broad shoulder, passing Steven his ID while appraising Slash, 
who was now all alone beneath the soft, pussy pink glow of the neon sign, hand vacant and perspiring into the 


balmy California night. 


Slash swallowed tensely. He wished he was wearing something a bit more incognito than ripped, faded jeans and 
navy blue shirt with the sleeves sloppily torn off. Shit, even Steve looked more "in" with his white fishnet shirt 
and splotchy, acid wash jeans. 


Even with all the prejudice he'd endured in his young life (and the collective handful of dicks under his belt) 


Slash never felt more like an outsider as he handed off his identification. 


He may have been painted in a rosy light underneath that godawful sign, but nothing was coming up roses as 
Matteo frowned severely. 


He squinted suspiciously at Slash, who immediately straightened himself, puffed out his chest, and raised his 
chin. 


Matteo looked at the card, and back at Slash. 


Again, at the card 

Again, at Slash. 

The scowl beneath that gargantuan mustache deepened, 
"Nah. You're out" 


"Wh-what?" Slash stuttered weakly, mortally wounded and stunned from this clean cut refusal of his expense- 


free alcohol excess. 


He shook his head as though to clear away the denial as easily as an Etch A Sketch. His fake ID had never 
failed him before; what the fuck?! 


He frantically searched for Steven, but his friend and possible savior was no where to be found. 


‘I'm out?" Slash glared at the bouncer like he was a daft dickhead, hands on his hips, angry brows knit so 
tightly his vision fuzzed. "Why am | out?" 


"Not today, kid," Matteo's baritone rumbled. He returned Slash's card to his reluctant grip, then waved a 
shooing hand. "Beat it." 


"Kid? Kid?! Goddamn it, I'm of age!" In a flash of fury Slash surged forward, brandishing the card in a defiant, 
upraised fist. "I have a fuckin ID, you fucker! What the hell?!" 


"Yeah, yeah. | got two hours left on the clock; | ain't gettin’ into this." Matteo rolled his eyes, waving the next 
person over to glance at their credentials. "Get outta here and come back when you've got a better fakie, 
jailbait." 


"Jailbait? Jailbait?! Say that to my face, motherfu--" 


A giant, iron hand clamped around Slash's bicep, dragging him out of the queue as he flailed and cursed, venting 
aloud as if all his shit talking and arguments would magically change the bouncer's mind. 


Before the throng of people congealed, completely separating him from the establishment, he caught a brief 
glimpse of Steven popping his head around the door. 


"Steve!" Slash desperately scrambled to free himself from the yeti of a man whisking him away as quick and 
effortless and a scruffed kitten "Steve! Tell him I'm cool! Tell him lim with youl” 


Steven's shit-eating grin was obnoxiously, infuriatingly victorious, and Slash wanted nothing more than to pound 


it right off his stupid face. 


"Oh, dude!" Steven yelled behind Matteo's back, showing off his passable ID with a giddy wiggle. "Sucks to be 


yoooou! Later!" 


"You son of a bitch!" Slash wrenched himself in the Sasquatch's grip. "You fucking traitor; we got our IDs from 
the same motherfucker!" 


"Alright, now. Calm down," the Bigfoot practically carrying him soothed in a surprisingly soft, cushy voice, 
depositing him gently on the sidewalk. "It'll be alright. Better luck next time, kid" 


"This is fuckin horse shit!" Slash's feet furiously stomped the moment they hit the ground. He ripped himself 
from the Sasquatch's arms, flinging his fists into open air and swelling with indignant rage. "How come he gets 
to fuckin’ stay? How come his fuckin’ shit passed and mine didn't?! What? Is it the fuckin’ bearskin rug 
protruding from his chest?!" 


"No idea," the yeti shrugged. "Not my job, kid" 


"lm not a fuckin’ kid, goddamn it!" Slash roared his frustration even louder than the hustle and bustle of the 
Strip, causing a periodic hush to settle around him. "This is bullshit!" 


"Sorry," the furry mountain of a man shrugged, appearing somewhat understanding. "But you gotta go, kid. 


You're causin a scene." 
"A scene?" Slash huffed, fists balled "A scene?" 


"Yeah. A scene." The thick black eyebrows raised, chastising Slash without a single reprimanding word. "And he'll 
call the cops, so it's best if you take off without incident." 


Slash's arms swung by his sides, fists going limp. He gave another vexed stamp of his foot, but it felt 
lackluster this time around. 


His chest ached and burned incandescently, but something in Bigfoot's genteel tone had given Slash pause, made 
him put his fury on the back burner for the moment being. 


"Fine," he sniffed, excavating a cigarette and inhaling half of it in one breath. "Fine. I'll go. This is still--" 
"Horse shit," Sasquatch lulled. "I know." 


"Good," Slash nodded once, very tersely. "Cause it is. And you can tell Mustachio and that little blonde piece of 
shit in there that they can both suck my fuckin’ dick!" 


He spun away in a cloud of smoke and tangible ire. The diminished soles of his shoes scratched the pavement in 


a focused power walk as he plowed through the crowd, heedless of who he jostled, bumped, or flat out shoved 


from his path. 


That two-faced, chicken shit scab, he fumed to himself, darting to the side street that would lead him home. 
Fuck you, Steven! 


What makes him so fuckin’ special? A whole six fuckin' months makes him so much more fuckin’ ‘mature’ than me? 
Fuckin’ chest hair for days, and suddenly he can get in anywhere? Motherfuckers got pussy-for-brains so fuckin‘ 
bad he cant even try another bar for me after he talked me into going when I didnt wanna go in the first place?! 
He thinks he can just fuckin’ bail on me? Bullshit! 


On and on he rambled to himself, cursing Steven with the blackest of luck, the shittiest of pick-up lines, and 


venereal diseases so fuckin’ bad his cock would rot off the second a woman's touch so much as glanced across 


it. 


Soon he stormed into his mother's house and down into his dark basement dwelling, wooden stairs creaking and 
groaning beneath his heavy, plodding steps. He ignored his snakes, whom he usually greeted as cordially as his 
cats who trotted, equally unacknowledged, into the bathroom behind their bristling owner. 


There they perched themselves upon a pile of freshly discarded clothes thrown haphazardly in a corner, two 
sets of curious yellow eyes watching from two furry faces, one orange, and one tuxedo, as a shallow tub of 
water was run, a fresh bar of soap was unwrapped, and a brand new pack of disposable razors were armed in 
a determined, scheming grip. 


Fizzing carbonation of cracking aluminum was followed by a procession of noisy, chugging gulps. 
"Il show that motherfucker." 


Slash crushed the can in his fist. A regal belch echoed in the small room, backed by the clanging of the 


discarded can upon the tiled floor. Another sizzling crackle of an opening beer can snapped. 


The Orange cocked its head, blinking in miffed, rebuffed confusion as the curly head tipped backwards, the 


second silver and red can upending until it, too, was drained. 


The Tuxedo spun in lethargic circles, making a cozy nest on Slash's still-warm shirt before hunkering down and 


purring softly to himself, simply content to be near his owner. 


"Goddamn bullshit," snarled Slash, seating his nude self on the edge of the bathtub and placing his feet in the 
steamy, rising water. He clamped a cigarette between his teeth and lathered up a wet leg with calculated 


purpose. 
"lll show his ass an ‘unsuspecting bi girl’ 


Fuckin dipshit" 


Chapter Two: Mama Didn't Make No Ugly Babies 


Author's Notes: 

This chapter | dedicate to my wonderful, loving husband, the feminine, fashion-forward mind to my uncultured, 
absolutely clueless masculine one, without whose help | would've COMPLETELY fucked up about fifty five 
percent of Slash's outfit. 


The cats in the corner silently observed their owner's strikingly out of character behavior. Never before had 
they seen him use the plastic sticks to remove the thick, fuzzy layer of hair on his legs. Only his face. And it 


puzzled them to no end. 


If cats were capable of speech, the Tuxedo would've hopped right up on the side of the tub next to Slash, 
balancing himself ever so carefully so he didn't fall into the warm, clear liquid that so uncomfortably and 


thoroughly permeated his fur, making him cold and wet right down to his little tom cat bones. 


He'd tip his furry head, tap Slash's arm with a gentle brush of a front paw and say, "Dude. What the actual 
fuck are you doing to yourself? Arent you gonna be cold? You're ridding yourself of what little insulation you 
have! Why?!" 


The Orange on the other hand, would circle her food bowl and youl for a refill, screaming at the top of her 

lungs about how goddamn cruel Slash was, how unfair and callous he was towards her, leaving her with nothing 
but a thick rim of kibble around a tiny vacancy that left a smidgen of the bottom of the plastic bowl exposed. 
Especially since he'd stormed right past her and into the bathroom without even saying hello. What an asshole! 


But they just stared, amber eyes round and curious, chins resting atop their paws while Slash toiled away, 
flinging hairy dollops of soap into the water, attempting to rinse the blades and cursing when the tangles of a 
life formerly unshaven refused to budge. 


He finally had a brainwave after downing half of his third beer and grabbed a nearby dirty towel to scrape the 


metal clean, running the blades in the opposite direction to coax the stubborn hairs from the dulling edges. 


Right leg almost completely naked below the knee, he nicked himself just above the ankle after getting too 
rough trying to remove a difficult stubbly group. 


Slash muttered a snarling, "Ow! Fuck!" He dabbed at the bubble of blood with a fingertip and tossed the razor 
away, continuing this brand new journey of clean-legged self-discovery with a fresh one that glided through 
the matting masses of hairs like a hot knife through butter. 


Soon he found a rhythm, an ebb and flow, and earned an intuition on when to replace his failing razor. He 
slowed his pace, trading speed for mindful efficiency, particularly around his knee on which he inevitably 
bestowed three tiny, surprisingly painful cuts. 


His confidence grew with each darkened, hairy strip that gave way to the growing field of sleek bronze, mowing 


down each section of hair that grew in a weird fucking grain, especially on his thigh. 


He found himself contorting in all kinds of insane ways, standing and twisting backwards, squatting and holding 
his balls out of the way so he could clear his upper inner thigh, stooping to eye the sensitive backs of his 
knees for a thorough inspection, and even throwing a leg on the side of the tub, causing him to nearly fall and 


bust his face open because his foot was slicker than owl shit from all the accumulated soap. 


It had been only twenty minutes, Not bad for a first time, he thought, when he rinsed his completely bare right 


leg, smiling in triumph. 


Sure, it had been an absolute fucking pain in the ass and he'd almost killed himself during some acrobatic 


positions, but that was one leg down. Only one more to gol 


He drenched the slick skin repeatedly with handfuls of clean water, which he had drained and replenished, 
running scrutinizing palms over its shiny surface. He executed a few touch ups, quick scrapes of the razor 
over some strips and stragglers that managed to escape, then rinsed again, beaming with pride and pleasure 


when the entire expanse was as smooth as smooth could be. 


The other leg didn't take him quite as long, but fifteen minutes was still fairly respectable for a newcomer, in 


his mind. It was more challenging in some ways, and easier in others. 


While his left hand wasn't as dexterous as his right when in use, at least he had a decent grasp on what he 


was doing this time around, and managed completion with a little less bloodshed. 


It was with a gargantuan sense of accomplishment that he pulled the plug and rinsed the shag carpet from the 


tub, rewarding his hard work with a fourth beer as he admired the fruits of his labor. 


"Well, whaddya think?" Slash gestured his silky legs to the cats curled near him. He gave his calf a giddy 
caress, bubbling with pride. "Clean as a motherfucker, huh? Look at that shit" A snap resounded as he smacked 
his leg appreciatively, as if slapping a nice, fat ass. "Step one of Seduce the Dipshit is complete!" 


The felines did not answer. Well, the Tuxedo did give a chirping meow, slowly blinking his yellow eyes before 
traversing the room for attention, which Slash, now slightly tipsy and beginning to see his plan come together, 
was happy to give. 


After the jealous Orange joined in on the loves, having set aside her former glowering and deciding late pets 


were better than no pets, Slash stood to stretch his aching muscles, relished cigarette clamped in his lips. 


He reached his arms above his head, scratching his scalp before leaning backwards with a series of cracking 
vertebra. He groaned in satisfaction, rocketing forward and catching a glimpse of his armpit tufts in the mirror 


mounted above the sink. 


A dusting of ashes sprinkled onto the porcelain, and Slash approached, left arm behind his head, the fingers of 
his right hand inquisitively tugging the thick patch of black hair. 


"Shit," he grimaced. He glanced down at the pair of cats and asked, "I should prolly take care of that, huh? 
What you guys think? The look wouldn't be complete if | had shaved legs and these fuckin’ hairballs shoved in 
my pits, would it?" 


Again, the cats didn't respond with words. Only soft mews peeped from both of them, the Orange happily 
kneading the disposed hairy towel, the Tuxedo perched comfortably on his haunches, still blinking contently. 


"Goddamn, man." Slash shook his head, wincing a bit as he pulled too hard on the hairs. "This is a pain in the 
ass. Fuck all this shit, | couldn't be a woman Maybe in the sixties or seventies, but holy shit.” 


Frustration began to creep in Remaining patience for further arduous hair removal dwindling, he felt the need 
to get creative. His face needed touching up as a five o' clock shadow had crept in as the day passed, and he'd 


blown through all but two razors on his goddamn legs. 


If his buzzed math was right.he needed more razors. 


Determined to get this shit out of the way, he rummaged about in the bathroom drawers, hoping the vanity 
would hold a nugget of hope for his hairy situation 


And it did. 


Gleefully, he unearthed a pair of scissors from the far, far nether regions of a bottom drawer. Then he came 
across a black plastic cord that, when yanked repeatedly, sent a hair trimmer flying out at high speed velocity, 
which nailed him hard in the belly. 


"Oof!" 


He held it aloft, dangling it like a rat to his snakes as he eyeballed it with resigned disappointment. 


"Pfft. Where the fuck were you when | needed you earlier? Bastard” 


The Tuxedo meowed in response, to which Slash affectionately laughed, "No, not you, man. The trimmer,” and 


set to work. 


The only reason his armpits took as long as they did was because he couldn't stop giggling from the tickling 
sensation of the shaver. Massive chunks of hair plummeted into the sink and onto the floor, falling wherever 
the fuck they fell as he flinched and chuckled, his increasing inebriation adding to the delight of his plan 
chugging merrily along. And since he already had it out, he even threw on a trimmer guard and buzzed his 


pubes from a scene of wild swamp mangroves to a manageable, manicured park land. 


Now that his pits had been tamed to prickly stubs, he opted for a slathering of shaving cream to smooth and 
quicken the process even more. This part felt like a blip in the timeline to him, and, after some intense 
concentration and almost slicing a hunk of his index finger off, he hastily put up his hair and hopped in the 
shower to give his body a quick refresh and wash away any stubborn, adhered, shaved hairs that remained. 
Then when he got out he had to turn around get right back fuckin’ in to shave his chest, since he had 
forgotten all about that. 


Talk about a shattered illusion. 


A clean towel snug around his waist, face freshly shaved, and skin lotioned up just as his mother had drilled 
into him as a child, Slash ambled back into the main room of the basement, which tripled as a bedroom, living 


room, and reptile sanctuary all in one. 


He plopped down on the disheveled bed, lighting an after shower smoke and cracking his sixth beer, giving 
himself a minute to think. 


This next step was an integral, all-important part of the plan he hadn't really given that much thought to in 
his haste: What the hell he was going to wear. 


Slash frowned to himself, mindlessly alternating scratching the cats behind the ears, as they flanked him on 
either side. Their purring droned soothingly in the background of his intense brainstorming, as did the hushed 
swishing of his smooth calves as he lazily swug his feet back and forth above the groovy mottled orange and 


green carpet. 


He pondered just about every outfit he'd ever seen on a girl. He thought about girlfriends, plain old friends, 
women who passed by him on the street, chicks he'd gone to school with, models in magazines. just about 


every type of fashionable female he'd seen or come in contact with. 


"Hmm..." 


With a healthy chug of his beer he pushed himself from the bed, cigarette dangling from his mouth. He slid 
open a mirrored sliding door to his small closet and reached for a nondescript cardboard box he kept shoved 


on the top right shelf, hopefully from prying eyes of any future girlfriends. 


He placed the box on his ratty, thrift store couch and sat beside it. He unfolded the interlaced flaps, wondering 
what all he had hidden away in this victorious panty stash. 


The fruits of his conquests and relationships were respectable. Underwear of all styles, colors, designs, and 


price were dumped out and spread across the sofa cushions, all analyzed and evaluated beneath his scheming 


eye. 


They weren't all mementos from one-night-stands, some of them were simply lingerie old flames had left 
behind, and one of them in particular caught his attention. 


"Fuck yes!" Slash cheered softly to himself, grinning like all get out around his cigarette. "A complete set! Damn, 
| hope it fits. Fucking perfect!" 


He separated the sheer black garter belt from the rest of the delicates, snatching the matching fishnet thigh 
highs and corresponding black panties and bra that went along with it. 


Slash was a petite guy, though he was of average height. He didn't have much weight on him, nor were his 


hips wide or his waist round. 


The girlfriend who'd fit this particular set of lingerie was about his size at the waist, seeing as he could fit 
nicely into a pair of leather pants he'd stolen from her. She'd been roughly his height, too, so the length of the 
hosiery wouldn't be an issue. He'd only have to hope the panties (which were a very see-though thong, now 
that he took the time to actually look at them instead of just yanking them off) would be able to hold in his 
junk for the night's escapades. 


As for the bra.. Well, his broad chest would just have to give it a shot. If it fit, he figured he'd use some 
rolled up tube socks to stuff it for the full effect. 


Garter belt held in the air before his eyes, he studied it with stirring excitement, snickering into the quiet 


room. 


Now all he had to do was figure out how the fuck to put the sons of bitches on. 


No problem! 


He just glanced up at his trusty poster, at the only bit of "porn" he dared to grace the wall at his Mother's 


place. The girl's ass was facing the camera, but her skimpy outfit gave him all the information he needed. 


Slash smirked to himself, feeling like an absolute fucking genius. In his buzzed brain this was the perfect plan. 
The authenticity added by the genuine lingerie would only add to his believability! Holy shit, Steven would be so 


fuckin' embarrassed to find out it was Slash hitting on him, not some fuckin’ random Strip chick! 


Having chugged a six-pack in about sixty minutes, his growing intoxication and all his hygienic accomplishments 


had very effectively drained away his anger, leaving him mellow as a motherfucker. 


He found himself seriously appreciating the downy smoothness of his shaven legs, frequently running a hand 
along his calf or upper thigh, even rubbing them together and simpering to himself at the strange, and, if he 
was being honest with himself, sexy feeling of his hairless skin 


It was with some sadness that he tugged on the thigh highs, being extremely careful not to tear the delicate 
netting as he slowly, meticulously guided them up his legs. 


They were a semi close-knit weave that still left much of his summer, sunkissed caramel skin to sight, the 
gaps in the pattern big enough for him to wedge one, maybe two fingertips in. It was enough for him to get 
the ghostly enjoyment of his silky leg whenever he wanted, and that was good enough for him. 


The snap of the thick ribbed lace nylon band on his thigh was utterly satisfying. It was akin to the kind of 


enthusiasm he experienced with the firm knotting of the laces on his leather pants. 


That skintight sensation and corresponding sharp sound meant business. Slash knew it. And felt it! 


Slowly, surely, somewhat seductively the second thigh high slid into place. Slash meticulously arranged the 
bands, making absolutely sure they were dead even, that the matching loopy, rib-stitched, demure lace lined up 
just right. He even took the time to align the heels and toes comfortably and correctly. 


Slash leaned back against the sofa cushions and stretched out his legs for inspection. He studied them, face 
scrunched in consideration, brows knit as he experimented with several poses, imaging the legs as if they were 


part of a woman. 


The toes of the disembodied limbs pointed straight out. One knee crossed femininely over the other. The feet 
met side by side, thighs together, then folded modestly to tuck themselves snugly away. 


Slash found himself perched with perfect posture on the edge of the sofa, hands layered atop his nylon knees, 
feeling like a dainty little Desiree. Perhaps a right prim and proper Penelope. You know, despite the cock and 
balls trying to roll out from beneath the towel. 


He could see the smooth, tanned, stockinged legs belonging to any pretty lady. The only thing he couldn't see 


was the wide, mannish feet that would give him away in an instant. 


That was a problem for later, he decided. 


His eyes scoured the "nudie" poster for information, eager to get on with the next phase. A tingle of confusion 


tickled his fuzzy brain when he noticed the girl was wearing her garter belt above her underwear, not below 


them. 


Slash frowned. He looked down at the belt in his hands, trying to recall the last time he'd unwrapped such a 
fun gift and the order in which he had. He couldn't remember a single time where he had to disassemble the 
entire fucking ensemble to fling off panties, so perhaps over the garter belt was right. 


"But these are fuckin." He clasped the thin bundle of thong in his fist, thoughtfully weaving the translucent 
fabric through his fingers. 


He shook his head. It wasn't like he couldn't just whip his dick out to piss if he needed to. So, to his feet he 
rose, and wriggled himself into the tiny pair of panties. 


The air hummed with an awkward giggle of disbelief, then suddenly Slash burst with amusement, laughing 
boisterously out loud at the feeling of that skinny strip of material slipping between his ass cheeks and the 
sight of the formidable bulge he was not used to seeing protruding through the front. 


He spread his arms, trying to give himself a good look when he caught himself in the mirrored closet doors 
and cackled like a loon. He walked closer, pushing some fallen, curly bangs from his eyes and wilting with 
laughter at the puff of dense black pubes protruding from the top of the panties. 


"Oh, god! Oh, man, why am | doing this?" He quickly moved to amend the sneaky peeking mass of tamed fur, to 


tuck in and rearrange his dick in a more pleasing, more comfortable manner. "No one's even gonna see this 


shit--why am | doing it?!" 


He met his reflected gaze and proudly answered his own inquiry, deep voiced, full-bodied, and with a 
determined, upraised fist, "For integrity 


After much scooping and situating he stepped back, resigned to his festive pube poof because it was either 
that or deal with his tortured testicles attempting to escape through either side of the thong. If he rode the 
underwear lower, they made a convenient little pouch that kept everything nice and neat and together, which 


was much more crucial than worrying about his pubes making an appearance. 


Then again, his cock might pop out over the top, too. But he'd only worry about that if it came to pass. 


And while he'd shaved his chest, he'd left his treasure trail unmarred. It made a great line for the eye to 
follow, straight from his belly button, between his pronounced hip bones to his dick, which might as well have 
been smashed to a window screen for all the flattery the clingy, see-through fabric gave it. 


He was relieved no one would see it, at least. 


He wasn't relieved, however, by the clasps he found on the garter belt. 


ust like a bra, his eyes rolled, overjoyed. Fuck 


He was only thankful for them when he realized he had control over how much the satin strip of a belt 
could've squeezed the life out of him, if not for the adjustability. Apparently his ass or his hips or something 
was slightly bigger than his ex's, and he definitely needed that extra hint of wiggle room. 


The three subtle snaps of the metal clasps and a twist to situate them just above his ass was executed with 
some fumbling and cussing, and a cat who had awoken from a nap and was so traumatized by the sight that it 
scuttled to the security and darkness beneath the bed. Soon he was again eyeballing his reflection, 
experimenting with the lengths of the dangling straps tipped with tiny metal clips, attempting to attach them 
to the thigh highs. 


Holy. Fucking. Shit. He could not get them right! 


This one was too long, this one too short. This one sprung off, almost ripping the fucking stocking band when 
he tried to sit down, and sagging far, far too much when he stood. 


He could've slapped himself in the face. Why the hell did he choose something so complicated? Did he really 
need to wear both the stupid belt and the goddamn stockings? This was a pain in the fucking ass! 


integrity! his drunk mental cheer squad bellowed. Get it fucking right! You wanted fo do if, so go big or go home! 


"Go big or go home," he murmured to himself. "Go big or go home." 


It became a bolstering sort of chant as he slipped the metal adjusting clips up and down the straps, craning 
over his legs, bending and warping his spine backwards to fiddle with the back straps. His head even bobbed 
side to side with his silly sing-song, ponytail swishing, dangling, escaped curls springing across his cheekbones, 
"Go big or go home. Go big or go home!" 


Up and down he moved. Sitting, standing, slipping, sliding, lunging this way and that, fine-tuning until, at last, he 
discovered the most perfect fit he would find 


"Guess who earned another beeeer?" Slash sang with a grin. "Meeee!" 


He danced triumphantly before his reflection, fists gracefully punching the air, hips swaying with feminine 
persuasion accentuated and encouraged by the state of his dress. No slippage in the straps to be seen! 


He was having too much fun to stop now. Steven may pay the price, but goddamn it, Slash would get a great 
fuckin’ laugh out of it! 


He rewarded himself further and retrieved a joint from his personal stash. He blazed up, beer and joint in hand 


as he stood before the mirror, shrouding himself in a translucent cloud while he took in his progress. 


He faced forward, ignoring the burgeoning bush he would only chortle at in favor of experimenting with ladylike 


stances. 


He tried to hold himself in a more delicate manner, slightly bending his right knee and drawing it closer to the 
left, using his toes for balancing leverage so his heel hovered coyly above the ground. He lowered his chin and 


made his eyes big and doe-like, batting his lashes flirtatiously and even giving a sly little wink. 


He pivoted sideways, leg still cocked and hip thrust to the side, and chuckled at the generous flattery the pose 
granted his ass. 


He reached down and caressed the impressive, rather pale globe with appreciative, circular strokes, gliding his 


fingers beneath the garter strap for a full, affectionate rub. 


"Damn, that thong really does the trick, doesn't it? Goddamn it" The hand went around and around, Slash's dark, 
sparkling eyes glued to the sight. There was no fighting his proud, toothy grin. "I think it looks better on me 
than it did on my ex. Holy shit. Thanks, Mom!" 


He gave his hips a shake, giggling maniacally at the corresponding jiggle of his butt. His cheeks (the ones on his 
face) blushed magnificently for no one to see. 


He admitted out loud, "Maybe l'm enjoying this a little more than | should," as he studied how the style of the 
panties let the dimples of Venus on his lower back take a side stage glow to the spotlight of his ass, the fabric 
riding below them just wide enough to allow a perfect, arched cut that accentuated and flattered the natural 
curves of his ass. 


Going once more with the disembodied hypothesis: he'd fuck that ass. He'd fuck the hell out of it! That was one 
fine booty in his humble opinion! 


"Oh, Jesus, | can't believe this." With a healthy hit he shimmied again, spawning puffs of smoke in time with his 


red-faced, cackling amusement. "Look at how fuckin’ pale my ass is compared to my legs! Ah, well." 


The fact that his tan stopped right at the line of the thigh highs was no genuine bother. But, bra tossed over 
his shoulder and beer and weed in hand he sauntered his half-naked, happy ass to his Mom's room to rectify 


something that was indeed an obstacle: An outfit to feminize his frame as much as possible. 


Ola was still gone for the evening, and Slash was pretty sure she'd be out for a while. She had a dinner date 
with some dude he didn't care to know, but did care that he treated his mother well. He did, so Slash drew the 


line there. 


He'd get the full report tomorrow, he was sure. He'd listen and smile, hungover at the breakfast table most 
likely, and tell her he was glad for her happiness and that she was successfully getting back out there. You 


know, being a good, supportive son and all that. 


Ola made it easy. Her free range parenting style was perfect for Slash's preferred gypsy existence. He came 
and went as he pleased, and Ola was always happy to see him and catch up on the latest over a hot meal and 
a cold drink. The alcoholic content didn't even matter to Slash; he was just as glad for his mom's company as 


she was for his. 


The house was silent but for his rowdy, carbonated beer burps and the pattering of eight cat paws following 
close behind him. Ola's room was across the house, so when Slash was home they each had plenty of privacy, 
him being in the basement and all. 


Despite Ola's absence Slash still cracked the door carefully, sneaking in and tiptoeing as if she were asleep in 
bed. The cats paid no mind, hopping right up on the comforter and nabbing themselves front row seats as 
Slash threw open the doors to the considerable walk-in closet, flicked on the light and stood there, hands on his 
belted hips and lips pulling consistently on the roach pinched between them. 


The amount of clothes Slash was faced with was downright daunting, It didn't matter whether the clothing was 
bought or Ola made it herself, there was a metric fuck load of options to sort through, all color coded and 
painstakingly organized. He was surrounded on three sides by hundreds and hundreds of choices and only had a 
loose idea of what the hell he wanted. An idea so loose it could've flapped in the wind like a tattered, 
threadbare flag. 


Okay. So he had no clue what he was doing. 


He sighed, withering in place. The department store of possibilities threatened overwhelmed him. 


Slash scratched his temple, grabbed a lighter from where he'd secured it against his hip beneath the belt, and 
reignited the nub of a joint. 


He tried not to imagine the cats mocking his bare, cafe au lait derriere as he pushed through the wall of 
anxiety and dove in, searching for something funky and unexpected. Something that didn't scream, "Look at me, 


Steve! It's Slash! LOOK!" 


A skirt and blouse were paramount, Slash figured. But he wasn't against a dress if he liked it and it served his 


purpose. 


He wasn't really comfortable with some of the brighter colors in Ola's wardrobe. Anything pink, yellow, 


tangerine, Oh, god, no, he steered away from. 


He took in some deep navy blues, a lot like his shirt from earlier in the day. Some dark, leafy, forest greens. 
Even something like a robin's egg blue that really popped against his tanned skin when he held it to his chest 
and checked it out in the nearby vintage stand mirror. White wasn't a bad option, either, but he feared the 


stain factor, so he nixed it. 


He came across a few wacky patterns, furrowing his brow as he held them up, scowled, then returned them 


to their proper place. 


There were a lot of seventies-esque leftovers Ola stil rocked from time to time: technicolor stripes, bright, 
bold golds and the like, though she, like he, favored darker, more subdued colors. His mom was fashionable, and 


she knew a timeless look when she saw one, or sewed one, and was sure to hang on to it for future use. 


The first thing he allowed to actually grace his frame wasn't a dress, skirt, or blouse at all. It was his 


grandmother's antique lynx fur coat. 


He'd never before worn it. Hell, he'd hardly touched it. Usually he regarded it with a mixture of admiration and 
sadness; wondering at the luxuriousness of the soft, fluffy, grey spotted fur and concurrently lamenting the 
death of such a beautiful predator. Big cats were among his favorite animals, and though he loved that his 
grandmother had done very well for herself in a society that vehemently disapproved of black women climbing 


the socioeconomic ladder, he also wasn't a fan of senseless killing for mere status items. 


Concerning leather, all parts of a cow can be used, and, if cared for correctly, the material lasted forever. He 


figured the fur of the lynx was the only bodily thing of value, as was usually the way of things with the fur 


trade. 


But still he reached for the coat, his touch reverent and eager. The silk insert was cool and smooth on his skin 


as he slid it on, shrugging his shoulders to situate it comfortably. 


Eyes on the long, rectangular mirror he held the plush lapel to his face, snuggling his cheek into the thick, 
opulent fur and glancing over his shoulder, giving himself the same coquettish look he had in his basement 


abode. 


The elegance of the fur elevated the stockings, clearly visible below the mid-thigh-length coat. Slash didn't feel 
cheap or slutty with this magnificent animal adorning him; he felt grand and posh. If he'd had been wearing 


makeup, he would've ventured gorgeous. Perhaps even classy, despite his near nudity beneath it. 


Regardless of his stance on fur, he could understand the appeal now that he'd given it a chance. He could see 
and feel the power and allure of that silk lining, that majestic, expensive pelt that would've been flawlessly 


camouflaged within a bleak, snowy forest. 


Something about it felt unbelievably sexy as he revealed the rest of a single, fishnetted leg beneath the lynx, 
the hem of the thong offering a scant glance of his hip, his lips pouted seductively, his dark eyes heavily 


lidded, reminiscent of a raven-haired temptress beneath the spirals shadowing his gaze. 


He smiled, mouth sensually shy, eyes dangerous in his extended reverie. It was arousing to view his reflection 
so strangely contrasted to who he was: a scraggly street urchin, now clad in feminine luxury that suited him 
beyond what he ever imagined, the wisps of fur tickling his cheek; the silky interior caressing his bare chest 
and back, extraordinarily cool and just beginning to absorb the warmth of his naked skin. 


"Boy, what in the hell do you think you're doin’ in my closet?" Ola's thundering voice ripped Slash right the fuck 
out of his cross-dressing femme fatale fantasyland. "You got your grandmother's fur smelling like ganja. She's 


gonna kick your ass!" 


"Mom" Slash startled so hard he tripped over himself, falling into the curtain of clothes hanging beside him. He 
pulled the coat tight over his half-naked body to shield it from his mother's eyes, stammering and stuttering 
in shock. It didn't matter that her tone was playful, he was in fucking stockings and garters--she did not need 
to see him like this! "Mom! Oh, my god! What the fuck?!" 


‘I'm the one that should be asking, ‘What the fuck?" Ola laughed freely and very, very generously at her son's 
beet red face and sudden shake of what few curls would hide his expression "What the hell are you doing? 
What the hell is going on?!" 


"| can explain!" Slash threw his palms outward, then quickly yanked them back in to modestly tuck himself inside 


the coat. He crossed his arms over his waist as tightly as humanly possible. "I can explain, | swear, |." 


"Saul." Ola covered her mouth, attempting to stifle her rampant guffawing with a shake of her head, 
unsuccessfully. "Slash, baby, | swear to god.. If you need to tell me somethin’, | think you just did!" 


"No, nol Its not what you think!" Slash tried to stoop down, to cover his shaved, fishnet-clad legs as best he 
could with the fur. "I'm trying to get dressed to go mess with Steven! It's not--" 


‘Oh, calm down." Ola could hardly meet Slash's eyes without erupting in laughter. The sheer look of mortified 
trauma on his face would be something that would stick with her for the rest of her life. It didn't matter the 
reason for his dress; just the fact that he was so goddamn embarrassed was enough to keep her rolling with 


amusement for years to come. 


‘lm not--" She reattempted eye contact and failed in a millisecond, crumbling into incessant chuckles. 


She retained an averted gaze and walked sideways to grab a black fluffy housecoat to toss at her son, lest 
she howl herself to death at his scrambling, scuttling, and spluttering. 


Ola heard the muffled swoosh of the robe being snatched out of the air. She used her hand to shield her view, 
using her fingers like a visor as she looked away, rolling her eyes at Slash's frantic, "I'm gonna put it on! Im 


puttin’ it on, alright? Don't look! Don't look, okay?! Don't--" 


lm not lookin'l" She pressed her lips as tightly as they could compress, nearly biting through them to keep 


her composure. "I just wanna know what the hell you're doing!" 


Having re-memorized every detail of one of her favorite pairs of heels, she was able to finally meet her son's 


horrified eyes when he sheepishly mumbled, "Thanks. Um.. Sorry, Mom." 


Slash was modestly covered (with the exception of those snazzy fishnets from the knees down), the belt triple 
knotted with his clenched, clammy fists shoved in the pockets. 


Something smelled good--really good, to his tipsy nose. His stomach gurgled interestedly at the scents of 
tomato, garlic, oregano, and basil, and the ashamed color drained his face, replacing his blushing visage with one 
of gnawing booze hunger when he saw a take away bag still clutched in Ola's hand. The other, he noticed, 


protectively held his beer. 


"Spill it" It was said with a little too much relish in Slash's opinion. She even raised the treats in incentive. 


"What the hell are you doin?" 


With a heaving sigh, Slash tried for a barter. 


He extended a nervous hand. "Beer?" 


"Absolutely not." Ola whisked it through the air to shield it behind her back, her smile utterly impish. "Explain 


now; beer after." 


Her questioning eyes shifted to the stockings gracing his legs. "Are those mine?" 


"No. They're Sherise's.” Slash sighed again, wrapping his timid self even more snugly in the robe. Man, he felt 


really, really naked and really, really hot all of a sudden. "I'm in here lookin’ for an outfit. Steven...” 


Slash pawed apprehensively at his ponytail, trying to gather the words. "Steve and | had that audition at the 
Guitar Center today, right?" 


"Uh-huh," Ola nodded. 


"Yeah. And, um," Slash smirked despite himself. "Well, he wanted to go have a drink. | wanted to come home and 
play.” 


"Yes..?" 


Slash's trepidation gave into word vomit, "And its Ladies' Night at this gay bar on the Strip. Steven got the 
bright fuckin’ idea that he was gonna go in there, and hit on some chicks or whatever. So, long story short, he 
talked me into it by offering free beer, he got in and | didn’t, so now I'm half-drunk and digging in your closet 
to find something to wear so | can go back and fuck with him since he'll flirt with and fuck anything that has 
legs and a skirt." 


"Oh!" Ola's eyes instantly lit up. "Why didn't you just say that?" 


Slash recognized that glint in his mother's eye. It wasn't two seconds later that she was shoving the doggie 
bag and Budweiser into his hands and shooing him out of the way. 


Dazed, confused, but also hungry and relieved at Ola's enthusiasm and lack of further interrogation, Slash 
gratefully and happily took several steps back, taking a seat on a poofy sage green ottoman against the wall to 
slam the last quarter can of beer and curiously unearth the aluminum take out bowl. 


He uncrimped the metal around the foiled paper and revealed a heaping helping of steaming ziti that he 
immediately attacked with a plastic spork. 


"So I'm guessing you want to blend in?" Ola called over her shoulder, separating hangers with the authority of 
the actual owner of said cavernous closet. The hem of her white halter dress swished animatedly about her 


knees with her excited digging. "But do you still want to be yourself? How far out are we talkin?" 


"| wunna be comf'tble." Slash lost a bit of ziti through his mouthful, nabbing it off the robe with a horse-like 
bite of front teeth before his mom saw. “But me. But not me, ya know?" 


"I think | know just what you need." The plotting tone saturating Ola's voice was smothered in a smile. She 
spoke softly, as if to herself more so than Slash, "We're gonna do this right. We'll get that pesky little shit. | 
love Steven, but damn, that boy. | swear.. Picking up women in a gay bar? Really?" 


"Tell me about it," Slash wholeheartedly agreed, eyes spinning to the ceiling. "That dipshit” 


Every now and then during his pasta gorge Slash would hear a forceful snapping of clothing, then a sound of 


approval, disapproval, or consideration before the article was either removed, earmarked, or passed over. 


He silently watched his mom do what she did best while shoving sporkfuls of ziti down his gullet, being 
extremely mindful to keep his legs closed so he didn't shoot her an undue shot of his thonged crotch and 


embarrass himself even more than he already had. 


Eventually Ola emerged with a small pile draped over one arm. Slash had since excused himself for yet another 


beer, and upon his return was instructed to stay on his feet while she experimented, alternating holding to his 


chest the five outfits she'd chosen. 


Slash eyed them all with abstract interest. Some things he could see on girls he liked (well, if he hadn't seen 


his mom in them first), but he wasn't so sure about imagining himself in them. 


“Take off the robe." Ola jutted her chin towards him. "I can't see what I'm workin’ with with that big, poofy 
thing on" 


Slash's face instantly, riotously flashed ten different shades of red. He glanced down to the extra, extra secure 


knot in the belt, but didn't move to undo it. 


"Uh." He glanced around the room, anywhere but to Ola's dark eyes, which matched his own. "My, uh." 


He waved vaguely towards his legs. 


"| got, uh.." He was so fuckin’ uncomfortable he knew he must've been wearing an expression of painful 


constipation. "I'm wearin." 


"Oh, for fuck's sake, child" Ola exasperatedly tossed her hands out, nearly flinging the outfits in the process. 


"le done seen it all; | don't care!" 


‘I'm wearing a thong, Mom" Slash suddenly spat out, eyes bulbous and cheeks majestically crimson. "A thong 
It's not just the stockings, it's a garter belt, too! Its the whole damn thing!" 


"Oh." Ola retreated a bit at that. Her face pinched slightly in thought, the fingers of her free hand tapping her 
chin. "Well." 


"Here--" 


Slash lurched with a grievous, surrendering sigh. He pivoted sideways slightly, unsure whether to turn fully 
away or just sort of twist himself into a human half-shield to hide his shame. He released the knot in the belt 
and felt every muscle in his body stiffen, as if controlling each and every tiny movement would grant him 


some decency as he slowly slid the robe down his torso. 


He fumbled with the sleeves at his waist, this time turning away to try to tie it securely. He gave a little gasp 
when the robe dipped treacherously beneath his rear, exposing the fastest, faintest glimpse of his ass that his 
mother surely caught, given her muted, "Oh, my!" and stifled giggle. 


For a moment Ola watched Slash fiddle and rearrange the robe sleeves, experimenting hastily and keeping it 
sucked to his body like a second skin to avoid further exhibition. Ola kept her snickers to herself, taking great 
amusement in the sight of him him struggling and murmuring curses, no doubt steaming with so much 


mortification he was at risk of melting. 


She asked with unruffled composure, "Almost done? What are you doin’ that's taking so long?" 


Slash huffed like a nervous horse. Ola couldn't see that he was flipping the thick sleeves this way and that, 
trying to layer everything so his thong-cradled and completely visible junk wouldn't suddenly flop out mid- 


costume change. 


"l, uh.. | don't want you to see my butt cheeks," he offered. 


"Boy, | gave birth to those butt cheeks!" Ola's fist firmly met her hip in time with her brazen smile. "And 


besides, | just saw one!" 


"Yeah, but everything below the waist is..bigger." Slash's lips tugged downwards in an awkward grimace. He 
clenched his eyes shut, minutely shaking his head. God, why hadn't he at least put on shorts before raiding her 


closet? "And.hairier." 


"Like | ain't already seen everything you got to see." Slash turned around in time to see his mother's blase eye 
roll. "You'd be shocked how much of your children you see when they're little. No modesty whatsoever. Letting 
everything just blow in the breeze, carefree as you please. Not to mention when you were, what.. Thirteen? 


Fourteen? And forgot to lock the bathroom door--" 


"Mom!" Slash felt like his scalp was on fucking fire. "Just.. | got it! Robe's on! Let's do this." 


Ola wordlessly, expressionlessly took great joy in Slash's embarrassment, holding up the first of the outfits, a 
dark maroon halter dress, much like the one she was wearing. She spun Slash to face the stand mirror, then 
stood behind him, pressing the outfit to his chest as closely as she could to mimic the actual fit, mindful not 
to smack him in the face with the hanger. 


"Mmm." A creased formed between her brows. Slash echoed it, too; it was a trait they both shared, a feature 


to show worry, concern, or disapproval. 


"Nah," they said in unison. 


The red dress was discarded safely onto the sage ottoman, 


“Alright. Next we have.." Ola raised and draped the second number, a deep blue, above-the-knee bubble skirt 
and a flimsy, flowy, cream-colored blouse with large, shiny gold buttons. 


Slash considered it for a second, as did Ola Both heads tipped, Ola's teased, natural curls more so than Slash's 


restrained ponytail. Then Slash gave a small, dismissive shake. 


"Okay" Not at all offended, Ola tossed that one aside and raised the third: thin layers of a tan gypsy cut skirt 
below a white, lacy, off-the-shoulder shirt that would beautifully contrast Slash's coppery summer skin. 


"Eh. The skirt," Slash frowned, picking at it with two unimpressed fingers. "And | think the top would be too 
much. | forgot to tell you.. | have a, uh..matching black bra l'll need help with." 


The sentence felt horrendously uncomfortable in his mouth. 


But Ola nodded, as if her son telling her he was already wearing a thong and only wanted to top it off properly 


was more natural than moss on a tree. 


"Ah, alright. You didn't tell me about that, so | never took it into consideration One sec.." 


In a flash she put away the missing pieces in their proper place, the last two outfits completely forgotten 


"Now that | think about it and | know what I'm looking for." Ola barreled straight into the dark side of her 


closet, paying spectacular attention to the black materials with all manners of prints. 


Slash stood back and watched, steadily nursing his beer, for it was soon to turn too warm to fully enjoy. He 
observed his mother pull out several articles, skirts, shirts, dresses, only for them to be unceremoniously 
shoved back onto the rack. She seemed to be searching for perfection, and, just as he swallowed the last 


remaining dregs of beer, she emerged, holding aloft the dress that he would don triumphantly to his crusade 


at The Pearl. 


"This is it, | think" Dress draped over both extended forearms, Ola beamed as brightly as the sun. She offered 
it to her son, as if it were Steven's head on a silver platter. "What you think, baby? Let's try it on!" 


"I had to really consider it." She watched Slash pull the dress over his head, then stepped in to help him 
arrange it on his shoulders and zip up the back. "It took me a minute, but | think this'll do it. 


"I had to think about who you are. How you move. How you hold yourself and how your body is shaped. | had 
to think about what would accentuate your hips; make them look more feminine and wider while taking in your 


chest so it's not so broad. Accessories, too. Plus we'll account for that bra when we get there. But first." 


She stepped back, cupping Slash's biceps and centering him perfectly in the mirror. 


Before him stood.well.him in stockings and a dress with a robe bunched unflatteringly beneath it so it looked 
like he was wearing a giant diaper. He reached beneath the dress to remove the unsightly cloth bundle with as 
much dignity and discretion as he could, tossed it aside, then took in the true beginnings of his appearance. 


He had to admire his Mom's skill. Something about the dress worked; he couldn't deny that. 


His fingers ran curiously over the close, relaxed pleats, several inches above his knees, but not so high the 
straps of the garter belt gave themselves away. If he moved the right way the base of the bands gave a 
casual, cheeky peek, almost as coyly as the length of the lynx coat. The black poly-blend material was light and 
breathable with lots of swishy hip movement, decorated all over with white polka dots the size of half dollars. 


"You tend to wear solids and stripes, not patterns and dots," Ola tutored knowledgeably. 


As she spoke she touched the places of reference, gesturing fluidly to emphasize her explanations, "A pleated 
minidress provides a more feminine silhouette. I'll pair it with a wide--but not super wide--belt to bring you in 
a little more for an hourglass shape; give you a some extra hip and butt, even though you inherited my ass. 


Youre welcome, by the way." 


Ola gently twisted him sideways, motioning towards his maternal endowment while they shared a quick chuckle. 


"l'm thinking..bold, high-polished, red leather for the belt," Ola's musing continued. "Make those white dots really 


pop since contrast is really in right now. Plus a bit of color never hurts. 


"A scoop neck takes away some broadness of your shoulders. The dress even comes in a little at the sides to 
compliment and shape the bustline. It's sleeveless, so just throw on one of your nicer leather jackets to 


disguise your arms, preferably a shorter one that hovers around waist length, and you're good to go. 


Then we'll get in on the hair and make up, which | can whip up in a jiff. A little contouring, a little pizzazz here 
and there. Maybe pin up your hair a bit and find something to tie into that red belt, and you'll be 


unrecognizable." 


She stepped away, flourishing her hands at the beginnings of what would soon be one of her finest words of 


art. 


"Fun. Flirty. Simple," she smiled proudly. "Slash, but Not-Slash. Steven'll never know what hit him, the little shit” 


Slash stood there, staring at himself in what would soon become his battle armor. To his shock he found 
himself smiling, positively beaming, giddy with excitement and ready to rock this fuckin’ dress and kick Steven's 
fuckin’ ass! 


But bashful blood crept over his face one last time as he retrieved the bra from an empty hook, dangling it 
from his index finger. "Before we get doing that.. Can you help me with this damn thing?" 


He might as well have asked her to help him carry in a box from the car. 


With a quick buzz of the zipper and a slip of the dress around his waist (white-knuckling the fabric to avoid 
putting his cock on display) he slipped in one arm then the other, and Ola dutifully snapped him in. She even 
fitted him with a spare extender since the band cut into his sides and threatened to squeeze the breath from 
him, then offered to help him fill out his flimsy, empty cups after comfortably adjusting the shoulder straps. 


It may seem weird to some, but to Slash the night turned into a favorite memory, a bonding moment between 


he and his mom. Gifted with artistic bents, they could both appreciate going the extra mile for authenticity. 


Ola showed him the one of the many ways to stuff a bra, and even had him stand before the mirror as she 
adjusted his fake titties from behind, shuffling and fluffing, plumping and primping the rolled layers of tube 
socks to the small C they required for the proper fullness that suited the bra and Slash's narrow frame. 


With a ton of guffawing and goofy, "Oh, my god, my mother's groping me's," from Slash, and "Oh, get over it's," 
from Ola, she smoothed out the lumps that would give him away as easily as the wild, hairy pits he'd mowed 
down 


Four or five belts were slapped on and off until they found the right fit. A shiny, unadorned crimson belt with 
a chunky silver buckle, cocked sideways on the hip for a bit of attitude, gave Slash the illusion of more shape 
than he possessed. And even with his messy ponytail and well-stuffed boobs, he was already easily feeling and 
looking the part. 


Hair and makeup was the moment Ola was living for. For now her son was a dude in a dress. And not a bad 


lookin’ one, either! But soon he would be a masterpiece. 


Thrilled as can be she dragged him into the bedroom and sat him before her well-lit vanity. From out of no 
where she emerged in the mirror he sat before, arms dumping out a massive array of girly things Slash had 
no fucking clue about. Different combs, some kinds of little hair clips, he thought, a ton of products and a 
couple curious, massive makeup cases for Ola to peruse and mumble to herself about after she'd feed his hair 
from its low ponytail, fussing roundly about the massive crease the tight band had left in its thick, curly 


texture. 


"Well, | was tryin’ to keep it out of the way," he explained, lighting a cigarette and groaning when she 
immediately snatched it away. He repeated the step, watching her shake her head as she seized a comb and 
got to work. "I had to get a shower, you know? Shaved my legs, shaved my pits, and my fuckin’ chest. | had a 


lot to manage. It was a pain in the ass, and | just wanted it out of the way." 


"Pain in the ass?" She sighed, giving him a whack across the back of the head with the plastic comb. " This is a 
pain in the ass. | can fix it, though. Fluff it all out and gather it back up. We'll make it work" 


"Oh?" Slash didn't bitch at the reprimanding swat. He knew better. Instead, he glanced up through the mirror, 
giving Ola a questioning squint. "Whatcha got in mind? And could you hand me my beer, please?" 


Ola complied, but not before giving a playful scoff and stealing a swig. 


Its a surprise,’ she grinned, catching his reflected eye. "You'll see. And how many of those have you had?" 


She jabbed a pinky to the can in his hand. 


Slash tried to make an innocent face. It was unsuccessful since he was already feelin’ pretty damn good. 


"Uhh..." He flashed a big, guilty grin. "A few." 


"A few." Ola sniffed, giving another head shake. "You're not careful, you're gonna be too fucked up to pick on 
that boy." 


"Nah, I'll be alright” Slash swayed and slurred a bit, more out of silliness than actual drunkenness. Luckily he 


managed to do it without moving his head. "I'm savin up for my A-game." 


"Your A-game?" A mass of curls from the right side of his head in one hand and the comb disbelievingly 


hovering in the other, Ola chuckled. "Have you even started working on your feminine voice?" 


"Femin-- Oh." Slash's brown eyes grew wide, shimmering in the clear, blaring lights around the mirror. "Oh, shit. 


| didn't even think about that." 


"Best get to work. You're puttin’ this much effort into your look, its useless without the voice." Ola reached 
forward and seized several bobby pins splayed on the surface of the vanity. Her sentence mumbled as she 
readied them, lining them securely between her teeth, "You're alrea'y sof spoken. Golla be more aldo than 


baradone." 


With a limp wrist, Slash rested his fingertips on his collarbone and gave a series of what he thought to be 
girly laughs, trying to be "more alto than baritone." 


Ola's disturbed recoil made him realize they sounded much more serial killer-y than simper-y. 


He smacked his forehead with the heel of his hand, then quickly put it back into his lap when she glared at 


him, pin at the ready, and secured a group of curls from his temple near the top of his head. 


The pained, gasping whine he made from the sheer fucking pain of that goddamn pin slicing into his scalp was 
much, much more girly than the atrocity of giggles he'd just attempted. 


"There ya go!" Ola cheered through the bobby pins, already readying the opposite side for securing. "There's 


your inspiration!" 


"Oh, my god, what are you doing?!" He attempted to maintain the voice, sounding way too flamboyant. "It feels 
like you're trying to carve my skull!" 


"Get used to it" Ola's grin looked utterly diabolical through the pins sticking through her teeth. "You've been 


warned." 


"Jesus Christ" he complained in character, more of a lisp. He wished he could sag in the chair to move away 


from the pain instead of just hissing like a pissed snake when another bobby pin burrowed into his flesh. "Ow, 


ow, ow! Shit!" 


"You're being too gay. You're overdoing it," Ola offered her two cents, which helped Slash a lot. Nof. 


"You're soft spoken. Go for husky," she purred aloud, reminding Slash of something reminiscent of Lauren Bacall 
meets Eartha Kitt. "You can get away with that deep voice if you put a bit of a spin on it. Not falsetto, and 
excited, and flighty. Deep and rich Authoritative and sultry. No screech. No over-scratchy rasp. Smooth and 
thick Warm, sweet honey, baby: 


She rolled a fluid hand at her throat as she spoke, as if miming the sensual flow of the air through vocal 


chords would be of crucial aid. 


Slash silently flashed back to the moment he'd had with the lynx coat. Though he was decked out in the pretty 
polka dot dress and his hair was beginning to come together, some alone time wrapped in that fur seemed like 


the perfect practice for what Ola was attempting to impart. Then he could purr, and moan, and carry on all he 


liked. 


With a glance to the clock, he knew there was no fuckin’ way that was gonna happen. Learning on the fly would 
have to do. 


For a few minutes he sat, watching his reflection be swiftly liberated of its usual protective drapes, all the 
while fighting the urge to shrink away from the slicing pins. After the fourth one, he learned to grin and bear 
it. 


The thick layers of curls at his temples and most of his bangs were secured at the crown of his head and 
allowed to flow back, combed into the excess that usually pooled over his shoulders. Then he tried not to 
suffocate in the fog of hairspray Ola used to lacquer everything in place. 


She spared two or three coils of varying length on the sides of his face, just past the edges of his eyebrows, 
and coached them to clean, superb spirals that tickled his cheeks and the corners of his eyes, arranging them 
so they framed his bare face before she disappeared into the closet once more and returned to perch a 


cherry red beret atop his head. 


She gave the curly, purposefully free strands some little tugs, springing them and minutely situating them 


along with the hat. 


‘Its comin’ together," Ola smiled to herself, fingers dexterously fluffing the back of his head, blending the 
layers smoothly together. Alas, she again wielded the suffocating hairspray, teasing the sprawls of locks 
beyond his shoulders until it poofed into a spectacularly voluminous lion's mane of curls. "And if any come 


loose in the front, leave ‘em be. The more natural the look, the better." 


"What about these damn pins?" Slash reached for that honeyed, dulcet tone Ola had suggested, finding it was 
easier than he imagined when she lit up and gave a few excited nods. It was nothing more than a more 

feminine version of the voice he used to soothe anxious or irritated animals, softer and supported with more 
breath from deep near his tightened diaphragm, though it placed a fair amount of strain on his vocal chords. 


"They're kinda makin’ my head hurt." 


"Well, after you trick Steven, you can do whatever you want," she beamed, tucking a whirly bobby pin escapee 
behind his ear. "But before that, I'd prefer it if you'd stay in character. 


“Sounds like a breeze," he cooed. But he caught himself and frowned, realizing he'd erred on the side of a 


Southern Belle rather than a Los Angeles seductress. 


Slash studied his naked face, taking in all the bare skin and features he seldom saw now that everything was 
out of the way and firmly fixed beneath the beret. 


He felt more feminine with his hair pulled back and tumbling in a massive, teased tangle behind his shoulders, 


the hat tipped flirtatiously sideways on his head. Sure. Definitely. 


He had visible earlobes. He had cheekbones. He had a neckline and collar bones that he certainly was not used 
to seeing, too. But the strength of his jaw and the broad masculinity of his features made a crinkle of worry 
crease his forehead. His reflection still looked like a guy in a dress, not some foxy female prowling the Strip for 


her midnight meal. 


"Now that we're done with that," Ola broke through his thoughts, through the fingers inspecting his jawline and 
probing his cheek, "let's take care of that unibrow." 


"Unibrow?" Slash was caught completely off-guard as sheen of silver flashed, and Ola began plucking with 


impunity. Instantly, he yowled and swerved away, his womanly character gone in favor of manly cursing. "Ow! 


Ah, shit! That fuckin’ hurts!" 


"Beauty is pain, sweetheart," Ola grinned. The dark glee dancing in her eyes, just mere inches above Slash's, set 


him on serious edge. "Suck it up." 


"Oww! Mom!" Slash squirmed in his seat like his ass was on hot coals. He winced and flinched with every tiny, 


shockingly excruciating hair she plucked from his face. "Wait a sec!" 


"The sooner we get it done, the better." Ola snatched his jaw in ridiculously strong fingers and yanked his face 


upwards, tweezers merciless as she spread outward, shaping and contouring his natural, bushy brows. "Be stilll" 


"Geez!" Slash was unsure if the tears welling his eyes were voluntary or not, and at that ten seconds he didn't 


fucking care. "God, why do women do this to themselves?! This is awful!" 


"Because men and society demand it, baby," came his mother's casual, and truthful response. "Remember that 


when you're in a relationship." 


‘| willl This is bullshit! Fuck, why does it hurt so much?!" 


‘Oh, come on, you big baby, you're just fine. Stop your bitchin’ and be still. Let me do my damn job!" 


"I won't have any eyebrows left if you don't stop! C-can we take a break? Please? Jesus!" 


"Nonsense; | gave you beautiful eyebrows! They just have lots of little, teeny, tiny stragglers that need to be 


removed in order to make you more believable. And we're almost done." 


"Are we? Are we really?" 


"Yep. Alright. Right side, now. Almost done.." 


"Noooo.." 


Over three minutes of suffering later, which felt like an eternity in Slash's existence, Ola brushed her fingers 
over his burning, sensitive brows, checking for any missed hairs that would foil her soon-to-be-flawless 


makeup. 


Tears trickled from the corners of Slash's eyes, and something felt a little fucked up about the way Ola tossed 
a Kleenex at his chest. To Slash it felt like an unspoken, disappointed, "Clean yourself up," when he felt like he'd 
done perfectly well considering he'd never before had his half his fuckin’ face plucked off at lightning speed. 


Dabbing gently at his wet eyes and trying diligently to ignore the fiery throbbing of his eyebrows, Slash 
sniffled quietly to himself. He kept his gaze downcast while Ola busied herself rummaging through the massive 


mystery boxes, nursing his wounded pride. 


Clicks and clacks peppered the otherwise silence as numerous containers holding powders, creams, or whatever 


began to clutter the surface of the vanity. 


Slash raised his nervous, still damp gaze to the sight, then caught a glimpse of his face in the mirror. 


He blinked several times. He widened his eyes, then blinked a tad harder, squinting in disbelief as he shifted his 


head from side to side, observing just how much the taming of his eyebrows had cleaned up his face. 


"Oh, wow." He experimentally flexed and waggled his reined-in brows, giving an occasional sniffle and peering 
around Ola when she periodically blocked his view. "Wow, that really did a lot. | wasn't expecting that.” 


"That's my job." She momentarily looked up from her eye shadow kit, glowing with pride. “Trust your mama. 


She won't let you down." 


| know you won't, but." A sheepish smirk curled his lips. "Honestly, | thought maybe you just wanted to make 


me suffer." 


Ola gave him snarky glare. She tapped the beret-free side of his head with the wooden end of a powder brush 
and glowered, "Shush" 


Slash snickered. The can in his hand was growing dangerously low, he noticed, giving it a suspicious shake and 
hearing the slosh of shallow liquid. With permission, since Ola was almost ready to slather him in war paint, he 
made a quick run to the fridge then got distracted traversing the living room, soothing the curious, freaked 
out cats. Upon his return several minutes later, he was puzzled to find the chair he had been occupying facing 


away from the mirror. 


Ola's enthusiasm blazed through her smile. Her fingers were woven at waist height and she bounced on her 


toes in restrained delight. "You ready?" 


Slash didn't bother to ask about the IBO degree change of the chair's position. He knew he'd only receive the, 
‘Its a surprise!" answer, anyway. So, down he sat and made himself comfortable, fishnetted legs properly 
closed and pleated skirt smooth over his thighs, covering the straps of the garter belt modestly. Well, just 
barely 


He downed around half of the beer while he was able, contemplating his method of attack and composing a plan 
of action while Ola flit around him and dabbled with things on the vanity behind his back, obviously gearing up 


with much merry gusto. 


"We're gonna paint you up like a charming little caramel China Doll" She finally took her place before him, a 
bottle of liquid something clutched in her hand. "This is where the real magic happens. Where everything, all 
the blood, sweat, and tears comes together." 


"What about the pain?" Slash bemoaned, still experiencing a ghostly tingling of his eyebrows. "Don't forget the 


pain." 


Ola chuckled, patting his shoulder gently. "That, too, baby. That, too. You ready?" 


"One sec." Slash raised the can to his lips and an index in the airl. He chugged the rest of the beer, then 
nodded, suppressing a burp through a droll smile and a fist. "Alright. Ready!" 


Four or five containers (Slash couldn't remember, being genuinely drunk at this point) were held to his cheek 
while Ola compared different shades. Then, after some deliberation by muttering, a white triangular sponge 


repeatedly dabbed his face all over, coating his skin with what Ola called "foundation" to even out and ensure a 


cohesive skin Tone. 


All Slash knew is that it was cold as fuck and smelled funny. It felt thick and caked. It made him itchy, and, in 
his inebriation, his hand was swatted away before he could give his cheek a solid scratch. He made sure to 


apologize for nearly ruining Ola's work before it could even begin.oops. 


The next few minutes he spent being "contoured" Whatever the fuck that meant. Mostly it was Ola painting 
different parts of his face with contrasting pigments, darker here, lighter there, blah, blah, blah. Something 
about feminizing his face, softening his features a little, and "Blending, blending, blending." 


He held as still as he could while she dusted a healthy layer of a shimmering, metallic cream color, just a hair 
lighter than his summer tan, on his lids. She followed it up with a thin strand of dark blue-black along his 
upper lash line, allowing it to grow thicker, more dramatic as it neared the corner of his eye, then looped it 


acutely upwards to darken and emphasize the crease of his eyelid. 


Ola boldly, but neatly, lined his lower lids with a black pencil, much to his displeasure and nervous, "God, don't 


stab me in the eye. Don't stab me." 


She didn't, of course. She even ghosted some on his eyebrows, which confused him, since she had pretty 
effectively thinned the herd not twenty minutes before. Why the hell rip half his little hairs out just to fuckin’ 
fill tem back in? Fuck if he knew. It just came with more, "Blending." That he did know. 


Slash nearly flinched himself through the wall attempting to be still for the eyeliner, so imagine how much fun 


he had when Ola broke out the mascara wand. 


"Don't blink," she warned in all seriousness, fixing him with a grim look he saw perfectly clear through his tipsy 
vision. "Whatever you do, don't blink, baby. You'll smear this shit all over your face and we'll have to start all 


over.” 


Slash forced his eyes grotesquely open. Like, seeing the fuckin’ Ark of the Covenant open, staring with blank, 
disturbing intensity into the void around Ola's head. 


The wand wiggled, separating and densely coating the fine hairs. 


"Mom." Slash's eye instantly twitched. He tried not to wince at the feeling of his hence untouched lashes being 
disturbed. "They're gettin’ dry. My eyes are itching." 


"Don't..." 


Slash's lashes grew heavier and heavier. They felt so wet, so weird that he wanted to blink hard to mediate it 
and to return some precious, precious moisture to the desert growing on that damn state line's-worth of 


eyeliner. Jesus, how long had his eyes been open? 


"Mom." He felt himself growing more nervous, fingers fiddling with the hem of the dress. He snapped garter 


straps anxiously. "Hurry up.." 


"Don't! A bit more.. Then light, and | do mean light blinks." Ola was as open-mouthed in concentration as he was, 


both assuming that agape expression that's seemingly mandatory for applying mascara. “Alright. Aaaand.. Done 


"Oh, thank go--" Slash breathed with relief, then immediately fluttered his lashes with vigor. He realized he 
fucked up the second he felt the chilly black gunk stamp an exact copy of his eyelashes beneath his eyes. 


"Shit! Fuck, | didn't mean to!" 


"Goddamn it, boy!" Ola ran a hand through her hair, nearly painting her own forehead with the wand. "What'd | 
tell you?!" 


Both eyes looking very much like Malcom McDowell in A Clockwork Orange, Slash endured the frustrated sighs 
of his mother all the while continuing to keep his eyes pried wide open while she corrected his mascara- 


blotting blink with a dab or two of makeup remover and a cotton ball. 


Scarcely a trace of oxygen crept into his lungs, he held so still while she fixed his fuck up. And when it came 
time to blink, he did so with the delicate strength of a lethargic butterfly's wings. He was damn sure of that. 


Before the last hoorah, a translucent powder which left him a tad paler than the carefully matched foundation 


and his summer glow left him, Ola wielded yet another pencil, a deep ruby red. 


She instructed him to stay quiet, which was a no-brainer, in Slash's inebriated opinion, while she expertly lined 
his lips. He tried not to chuckle at the ticklish sensation as she traced the plump outline of his full, natural 
pout, and kept his promise of due silence as she washed his lips with a rich, crimson pigment, the same shade 


as the beret on his head and the belt around his waist. 


His instinct was to immediately lick his lips, but he did as told and what he had seen from women, and even 
some men, and rubbed his lips together, then allowed Ola to doctor and fill out what small fragments she 


missed. 


The lid of the lipstick snapped shut with victorious finality. Ola clapped it closed as if sheathing a sword she'd 
used to behead the object of their prank, not merely putting away a cosmetic item. 


She retreated three steps, then, reaching for her son's hands, she clasped them, and helped haul him to his 
feet. 


"Behold" she flourished the word, savoring it as she spun Slash to view his brand new face in the clean, crisp 
lighting of the mirror. Her fingers gripped his arms with powerful pride, her face shining with the brilliance of 
accomplishment. "Some of my finest work. Fun. Flirty. Not-Slash" 


Slash's exquisitely shadowed eyes grew wide. His lush, safely dry lashes fluttered as he approached his 


reflection. 


His slack jaw slowly mouthed the astonished words, "Holy fucking shif" 


Instinctually, he moved to push the hair from his eyes for a better look, but his fingertips found nothing but 
the couple freebies Ola let dangle beneath the red beret. 


Before him was.. 


"Wow. A girl He laughed out loud with contagious joy, fingers carefully moving to cover his lower face in 


disbelief. "Holy shit! | actually look like a chick!" 


He dropped his hands, leaning on the vanity and craning towards his reflection He pursed his scarlet lips, 
practicing the sensual look that graced his face seconds before his mother had crashed his fur coat fiesta. 


The weight of his mascaraed eyelashes seemed to make them bat by themselves, and the blend of the metallic 
nude shade of his eyelids and the corresponding blue-black liner gave him the very shadowy seductress 


aesthetic he had been craving. 


The look he had envisioned played out flawlessly on his features: the dark but luminescent, playful eyes, the 
crimson richness of full lips; the slight, coy, reddish blush on his cheeks fading into the cool caramel of his 


face, which Ola had somehow refined to smooth, womanly softness. 


His nose wasn't quite so wide, his jaw not as harsh. The plucking and shading of his brows worked to his 
advantage, not his detriment. The coils of curls danced impishly around his eyes and cheeks as he guffawed 
again beneath the tilted cherry red beret, and it didn't matter that it was his usual deep, baritone amusement, 


he knew without a doubt that he could pull this of fl 


He felt it, and could wear it, and would own it! He was assured of it as he rose to his full height and took in 
the complete ensemble: his painted face, his fake curves in the polka dot dress accentuated by the wide, glossy 


red belt that matched the hat, the tube sock-stuffed bra, and his hairless legs in the frisky fishnet stockings. 


He clapped his hands to his cheeks, gave a long, roaring, overjoyed exclamation to his reflection, and spun 
around to embrace his mother tight in his arms. Ola cackled aloud with the same satisfaction, swaying from 


foot to foot with him in a giddy dance of soon-to-be success. 


"Holy shit, | can't believe this!" Slash bellowed with absolute delight. "I look fuckin’ awesome! Steve'll never know!" 


He squeezed Ola tighter and tighter, arms around her neck even though she was shorter than he, giggling with 
glee. “Thank youl Thank you, thank you, thank you, Mom!" 


"You're very welcome, baby." She smiled, filled to bursting with pride and pleasure, patting her son happily on 
the back. "But we're not done just yet!" 


She stepped away gently, and paced to the bed to retrieve a leather jacket and a newer, shiner pair of Slash's 


combat boots, handing them off with a sense of benevolent authority. 


"I got these from your room while you were supposed to be raiding the fridge for beer, since you got 
distracted with the damn cats. Figured I'd help complete the outfit for you. And | have a couple accessories, 


too. 


From the vanity she retrieved a pair of massive silver hoop earrings, placing them in the palm of his hand the 


moment the much smaller, less noticeable hoops vacated his ears. 


Extra large and fairly thick, they swooped just above his shoulders, the circumference so vast the back 


curves of them hid themselves in the billowing curls cascading down his back. 


They were big, brash statement pieces, and tied in well with her next and final gift. 


"Here." Ola held aloft a necklace to complete his disguise, smiling brightly. "Let me." 


Slash pivoted towards the mirror, and, using both hands, carefully raised his hair above his shoulders, mindful 


not to upset its meticulous pinning. 


Ola draped the necklace around him, fastening the sturdy lobster claw clasp and allowing the cold, weighty, 
silver rope chain to come to rest around his neck The ends of the chunky, braided length met in a neat knot 
about three inches below his collar bones, the two dangling tips each crowned with an equally commanding 
tassel comprised of much finer, thinner, plaited silver strands that sat tidily atop Slash's sternum, one slightly 
lower than the other. 


Before he could get a good look at the tassels tickling his counterfeit cleavage, he was on the receiving end of 


another ambush by Ola's makeup brush. 


Slash observed, puzzled and appreciative as Ola enhanced his bogus bosom with more contouring, plucking the 
collar of the dress open and following the guiding lines of the bra to give him some of the finest knockoff 


knockers in Hollywood. 


"Voila" The makeup brush soared through the air, clattering on top of the vanity. 


Ola, a purse somehow materialized in her hand, draped the thin, sturdy, silver chain strap over Slash's head 
and body and situated it properly on his hip. She flipped open the miniature rectangle of polished back leather, 
holding aloft and informing him on each item it contained. 


"Everything you need for a night out. Compact: it's got a mirror and a powder puff. And to go with that, 
lipstick. Don't be sloppy and complacent in your ruse; check your makeup! Wallet, which | snuck twenty extra 
bucks in. Baggie of Oreos, just in case. Extra pack of smokes. Extra lighter--l like this one, so don't lose it. Also, 
very important: pepper spray." 


"Mace?" Slash wrinkled his powdered nose at the small aerosol can in Ola's grip, more interested in the Oreos 


and surplus beer money. "A little unnecessary, don'tcha think?" 


The enthusiasm that had permeated the night drained from Ola's countenance. Her eyes studied her son, 
absolutely striking in his outfit, though he had yet to pull on and lace up his boots or don his jacket. The 
shadow of concern darkened her expression enough that Slash experienced a fleeting nudge of worry, even 


through the alcohol. 


"Better to have it and not need it," she said more nonchalantly than her quickly-washed unease belied. "And if 


you do need it, remember to mace your enemies, not yourself" 


"Noted." Slash plucked the canister from her hand and shoved it back into the bag, nodding. He was a lot more 
flippant than Ola would've preferred, but she knew it came along with the devil-may-care attitude of youth. 
"That it? This is a little ass purse, man" 


"That's it.” Olas hands elevated in finality, a smile tentatively returning to her face. "My work here is done. The 


rest is up To you.” 


"Sweet." He gave his mother another strong hug, thanked her again, then gestured towards the door. "I'll be 
back to tell ya bye. Gonna go grab a couple things before | go. It's gettin’ late, and | don't wanna miss him." 


Jacket and boots in tow Slash darted back to his cave, two disconcerted but faithful kitties pattering behind 


him. 


It took all of two seconds for him to find a long fishnet glove (a modified stocking, really) to slide on his right 
arm, usually reserved for the left. He slipped it on, positioning it so it covered, or at least camouflaged, the 


tattoo on his right bicep. 


It may be dark in the bar, but if it was too hot and he was forced to go jacketless, the glove would give him 
some leeway in hiding his identity. He made sure to position the band over the bulk of the ink, harboring hope 
that the netted pattern would sufficiently break up the rest of the design. 


He laced up his boots like a man--err, woman, on a mission. He threw on a hefty amount of jingly silver 


bangles and his jacket, stashed a couple joints in an inner, zippered pocket of the purse, and he was good to go. 


Before stepping out and bidding farewell to Ola, he gave himself one last look-over, gratefully taking in all the 
hard work his mother had dore. 


He primped his few curls, fluffed his tits, and gave himself a little glance up his dress to view the sheer 
material cradling his dick to reinforce that, yes, that was him in the mirror. That saucy little minx was no 


mere illusion--she was a vision come to faultless fruition! 


When all was said and done, if he had happened across that hot little number at the bar, he'd be damn liable to 
hit on himself. And if he just so happened to unearth the cock beneath all those stockings and everything.. 


Hell, he'd probably fuck himself, too. 


So, in Slash's mind, the illusion was a success. 


But it would only be a complete success when he falsely seduced Steven. That blonde shithead had ruined 


Slash's night, and now it was time to return the favor! 


Upon returning to Ola's room, Slash gave a quiet rap on the closed door and paused, only entering after she 


gave her okay. 


Perched on the edge of the bed in comfy bed clothes, she grinned at the polished sight before her, allowing 


Slash to borrow her lighter to ignite the cigarette he pilfered from her pack. 


"So," Ola's shoulders wiggled with inquisitive delight, "how do you feel?" 


A grin burst through Slash's cloudy exhalation. Ola definitely noticed the lusty look he gave his reflection from 


the corner of his eye, and played down her amusement. 


"|I want to say, ‘Like a delicate flower," Slash chuckled lightly, eyes still fixed on himself. "But honestly, | feel like 
a bad bitch with a fuckin’ attitude. | love it" 


He motioned to the boots, which made him feel something like a playful tomboy with a pretty face. Someone 
rough and tough who didn't take no shit, but still knew how to paint herself into a drop dead gorgeous knockout. 


He smugly tugged the lapels of the jacket, visibly admiring his painted lips pursed around the cigarette filter. 


"Feel like I'm ready to kick ass, take names, and look fuckin’ smokin’ hot while I'm doin’ it" 


"Well, let me know how it goes," Ola smirked deviously. "Give me a spin. Make sure you're put together right." 


Slash did as asked, arms gracefully out and feet surprisingly sturdy. 


The polka dotted dress flounced beautifully through the air. The pleats flew upwards and exposed a tastefully 
sexy length of his netted thighs, stopping a few inches before his dick threatened to play peek-a-boo with the 
world. The shiny leather belt was the real underdog of the outfit, granting him the fake but flawless hourglass 


figure required for effective concealment, noticeable, even beneath the jacket. 


Ola laughed with pride, clapping softly as Slash took a goofy bow, thankfully not so forcefully as to fling off the 


beret or knock any pins loose. 


"One quick thing before you go." Ola rose to her feet, instructing Slash to spin around with a whirl of her index. 


"Your seams are off," she said, kneeling down to pinch and pull the stockings into place where the line veered 
off on the backs of either leg. Slash made sure to clap the back of the skirt over his thighs for good measure. 


| cannot in good conscious send you out lookin’ sloppy. My reputation won't allow it, and neither will |. We did 
this, and goddamn it, we're gonna do it right" 


"I think you did a right fuckin’ fantastic job, Mom." Slash took her hands and helped her rise to her feet. 


With a massive smile he hugged her tight, and accepted her kiss on the cheek. 


"IIl let ya know how it went in the mornin’, alright?" His shadowy eyes sparkled. "Get some sleep. And thanks 
for all this. Means a lot" 


"No problem," grinned Ola, guiding a coil back to its proper place beside Slash's cheekbone. "Go have fun and get 
that little shit!" 


"| willl See yal Love yal" 


Slash turned to exit, waving a goodbye hand behind him, but promptly stopped when Ola called out, "Love you, 
too. And baby?" 


He spun on his heel, arranging the purse strap snugly on his shoulder. 


His decorated face scrunched in curiosity. "What's up?" 


Ola's face revisited its earlier dark, worried look. Once more she tried to play it off. "Have fun, but be careful 


Okay?" 


"Ill be fine, Mom." Slash brushed off her concern with a scoffing chuckle. "| walk the Strip all the time. I'm 
just.prettier now. And there's a fon of guys out there with a face full of makeup. I'll meet Steve at the bar 
and everything'l be fine. In the meantime, | can take care of myself. Just another night on the town, you 


know?" 


He darted over, bumping his cheek to hers in a fleeting goodbye kiss. "I'll see you tomorrow. No worries, 


alright? G'night!" 


Slash crushed his cigarette in the ashtray then strode confidently from the room, his gait already assuming a 


feminine, swishy-hipped stride, and shut the door softly behind him. 


Ola sighed and shook her head. She stared anxiously at the dark brown door and the two disconcerted cats 


that remained on her side of it. 


"A gay bar." 


It's not like she wasn't aware of her son's occasional sexual inclinations. She knew women topped the list with 
the exception of a few men he took an interest in, thinking he was much more secretive than he actually was 
since she knew every damn trick in his book. She just didn't expect him to be this brazen about it, even if it 


was only a joke, a harmless prank played on a friend. 


She knew damn well other's wouldn't see or know his intentions, since they couldn't be made obvious, worn on a 


sleeve. And many of those people wouldn't give a single fuck, either, no matter the explanation 


She took great pains to ensure his feminine authenticity, but one wrong slip in the wrong place was all it took 
She knew it. She'd seen it. And she was well aware of the fact that his ethnicity only endangered him all the 


more. 


She sank onto the bed and reached for a book on the nightstand, hoping like hell that dress wouldn't be the 
death of him. 


And if anything bad happened to her son, she knew just whose ass to kick. 


Steven. That boy's a damn moron A sweet, sweet, motherfucking moron Better bring my son back in tact, or 


else.. 


Chapter Three: Catcalls, Wolf Whistles, and Rookie 
Mistakes: The Hellish Indoctrination of Ruby Honeywell 


Author's Notes: 
| am way too late on this update, but oh well. Here it is! Full of all kinds of.all around awful slurs. Sorry, Slash. 


"Ruby" 
Slash purred the name in his practiced feminine timbre, thick, earthy smoke spiraling from pouted, painted lips. 
"Ruby Honeywell." 


Sweet. Sexy. Intriquing Mysterious. He checked mental boxes with crooks of individual fingers. Maybe a little on 
the nose, but who cares? 


The name would easily suit his purpose while he exacted his punctilious vengeance, so he supposed clichés 


wouldn't matter much. Especially to a dipshit like Steven who would fall hook, line, and sinker for it. 


Slash took a hit from a joint, halfway to the bar and halfway through the pot. He snickered to himself, letting 
his fingers play in the billowy pleats of the polka dot dress, polishing his ladylike gait. 


His hips and back were beginning to ache from the exaggerated movements, but it wasn't anything he couldn't 
handle. Chest out, spine straight, and shoulders back, he was critical of every piece of his disguise, a perfect 


performance required flawless articulation. 
"Ruby Honeywell." 
Laughing, he lusciously licked a fingertip and extinguished the joint. 


He couldn't get enough of this persona. If it didn't work, what a goddamn shame it would be. In Slash's eyes, the 


only way Ruby could be more fun was if she was already half naked and wrapped in the lynx fur, partyin’ her 


fuckin’ ass off and making many questionable decisions along the way. 


Speaking of questions, he had several reserved for himself at a later date. 


But for now, Miss Honeywell had a mission. And Slash wasn't gonna allow a damn thing to shift her from it! 


From afar he could make out the bustle of Hollywood's night scene leaking into the sleepy neighborhood. The 
hushed roar of unintelligible tangles of music backed by the dull rustle of a thousand throats' worth of 
conversation had abruptly greeted his ears with a crossing of a single street. It grew closer with each of his 
booted steps, his heart speeding faster and faster, stirring with more and more excitement as he amped 


himself up for one hell of a scheme. 


As for a well-thought-out, completely fleshed plan.. Well, he didn't have one. Slash wasn't great with plans. 
Short-term, yes. Long-term, no. And to his stoned, waveringly tipsy brain this particular one was long-term. 


All he had was a name, a face, a voice, a location, and a general idea of what he was gonna do when he got 


there. Which was mostly, "Wing it!" 


He'd go in, order a drink to refresh his dwindling alcohol level, then start his stake out for the idiot who'd 
fucked up his evening. Mingle a little, maybe. Just for effect, you know. 


Or perhaps seclusion is best, he pondered. Play up the lonely hearts angle and reel in that moron by makin’ him 
think Hl be swept right up. Easy target 


Whaaat? No way! 


Ruby is no damsel! She needs no rescuing. She doesnt need a goddamn man to make it! Ruby's tough, badass 
femininity incarnate. She's a fine piece of ass who doesn’t mind Kickin’ some when it needs kickin: She also don't mind 
kickin’ it with anybody who buys her beer, either. She chews people up and spits ‘em out; men and women alke, 
because thats how she rolls. An equal-opportunity enchantress ‘til the end! 


"Ey! Girl!" 


It could've been classified as a call, but it was more of a mangled, throaty grunt. A grunt that sounded a lot 
less friendly than Slash had yet to realize, trapped in his thoughts as he was. 


He looked up from the flap of the purse, where he had been squirreling away the remainder of the joint. He 
promptly and interestedly looked about for whatever girl this person had announced, realizing that there 
weren't any to be found. 


Face pinched in curiosity, even confusion and flattery that his disguise was believable, for indeed he was the 
only female-appearing being in the vicinity, Slash met eyes with a man shrouded in shadow, a short, squat dude 
chain smoking his butt down to a stub. 


"Hey, girl" 


This time Slash clearly saw the guy jut his bristly jaw in his direction. The stubbly expanse relaxed with a 


smug simper of success and slow, eager wringing of palms. 


"Hey, girl. What's your name?" 


Slash glanced around, face grimaced slightly. His internal warning system flashed Red Alert 


"Umm." 


Ordinarily he would tell this guy to get fucked, but the unknown etiquette that came with the dress baffled 


Slash. His stoned brain struggled to compensate. 


Despite his inner struggle, Slash was thankful Ruby's voice turned out to be his default one. 


"Ruby," he finally produced. "Why?" 


"Ruby, eh?" 


Even in the dark, Slash saw the guy grin. Something about it was oily to the point where it made Slash's very 


skin feel slimy. 


Maybe it was the gloomy ambiance. Maybe it was the guy's disheveled appearance: blue jeans so grimy they 
were brown in several places, a tattered plaid t-shirt with several questionable stains on it, or his extremely 
hunchbacked, troll-like posture. Maybe it was just the fuckin’ way the dude was staring at him, a glint in his 
eyes, the exact intentions of which Slash couldn't quite make out through the encumbering night. The air was 
like a precariously balanced seesaw which could tilt either way, only one of which gave Slash a semblance of 


relief. 


The guy sent chills down Slash's spine. And not the good ones he liked or was used to, either. The more Slash 


looked around, the more this darkened street was beginning to feel like a horror flick. 


"Ruby." The guy savored the name too much for Slash's liking. He took Slash's pretty, powerful name and 
chewed it to an oozing, mutilated mess. "You're a real gem, ain't you, Ruby? Whatchu doin’ tonight, baby?" 


"Uhh." 


Every thought in Slash's brain wiped to a glowing blank He tried not to let it be seen how fucking much he was 
scrambling to push something, anything, out of his mouth. Ruby Honeywell didn't take no shit, after all. Even if 


she was feeling really, really nervous all of a sudden 


"Meeting my friends at the bar," Slash finally squeaked. 


Jesus, dude. A fucking mouse farts louder! 


He managed to drum up a little backbone to save Ruby's face. He tacked on a quick, "I gotta go," then turned 
and hauled off towards the Strip. 


Over the sound of his combat boots scraping in a frantic, controlled speed walk, he heard the falsely dejected, 


"Aww, where you goin’, sweetheart?" pout from behind him. 


Pulse pounding his temples, he didn't dare stop or slow down. He headed right for the brightening lights and 
thrumming, distorted beats. Prickling apprehension breathed down his neck like the guy himself was on his 
trail.which he wasn't, thank god. 


But a block down, Slash could still hear him calling, "Your girlfriends like to party, too? You can bring ‘em! Hey, 


girl! Hey! You donno what you're missin’ out on!" 


Slash didn't know. He didn't wanna know. And he didn't care. He just wanted to get the fuck out. 


When the cave troll's inferior mating call had faded far into the distance, Slash paused to treat himself to a 
what-the-fucking-fuck?! cigarette. 


With a deep, satiating drag he withered against a nearby brick wall, raising a knee and pressing the sole of his 
boot against the red facade for balance. He shrouded himself in the shadows, hoping to blend in, willing the 


darkness itself to draw around him like a cloak of security. 


His thudding heart calmed with the steady stream of nicotine into his system. Eyes closed, he tipped the back 
of his head to the wall, gradually slowing his disturbed breathing. 


Little by little he eased, and, after some hasty thinking, he chilled out some more and realized that, hey! He 
had gotten away! And with no issues! 


So, he was cool, right? Everything was good, yeah? It was just one creep. No big dea-- 


"HEY, BABY? 


Slash jolted at the hoot belted from across the street, lobbed at him like a mud ball that coated him from 
head to toe. 


He almost lost his cigarette in his fake tits he jumped so hard. His heart furiously slammed his ribs, not at all 


thrilled to be jerked back into panic. 


"Raise your leg a little more! C'mon! Show us whatcha got!" 


Slash's propping foot hit the ground instantly. His hands flew to pull the dress as far down his legs as possible, 
simultaneously shrinking and pressing his body to the wall as if he could become one with it. 


Slash's face burned like wildfire, cheeks aglow and eyes aflame as he yelled back, "Fuck you, asswipel” 


He wished it sounded more convincing, more formidable. It didn't seem to have the nearly the same affect in 


Ruby's dulcet tones as it did his own. How the hell did the venom in his voice translate to encouragement?! 


Slash glared at the three faces that glimmered beneath a streetlamp, two of them jeering, one of them 


hanging back, looking pained and embarrassed. Perhaps venturing on apologetic. 


Come on, you fuckin’ pussy! Slash threw mental javelins at the silent watcher. Fuckin’ say something you twat! 


"Ooh, | like ‘em with a mouth," the taller, foremost of the trio said, taking Slash hideously aback in his brazen, 
sleazy enjoyment of watching Slash cringe. "Don't have to be so mean, sweet thing; just want you to treat me 


and my boys right! Just give us a little peek, huh?" 


"Fuck of fl" 


The cigarette fell to the ground from Slash's indignant raise of a middle finger, a half-smoked waste. 


He stormed away, face as red as the cherry beret. His scalp burned and his ears tingled from apprehension 
and the horrid, undeserved words that followed him down the street. 


Fear and doubt began seeping into his euphoric plan 


"See, boys?" Slash winced at the elevated voice, the thrown tone so the snide words tailed him as he raced to 
safety. "These bitches think they can get on this brand new birth control pill, put on their big, bad shoulder 
pads and just walk all over us. Women don't listen anymore! The whole lot, fuckin’ sluts that don't think about 
anyone but themselves!" 


Fists clenched, Slash forced them to stay by his side. He grit his teeth, driving himself to take step after 


arduous step until the contemptuous yapping grew quiet in the rising noise of the nearing Strip. 


He didn't normally stop to take account of emotional inventory, but Ruby was a different side of Slash, and she 
wasn't happy. Embarrassment, anger, ridicule, concentrated abhorrence surged through him like a obliterating 


flash flood. 


It was unexpected and terrifying, all those screaming assholes, those fuckin’ gutter creeps. 


He was just walking down the street. Leaning against a wall, smoking a fucking cigarette. Minding his own 
goddamn business! He wasn't even dressed super provocatively--or at least not provocative in his mind--so 


what the fuck was that about?! 


Hand to his head, cigarette craving on his lips, he began to understand the mace tucked away in the purse. He 


could see the reason for Ola's worry, and experienced a ripple of remorse for not taking her seriously. 


Shit, he should've paid closer attention to the stories his mom and grandmother had told him about their 
younger days. The times were changing, but had they changed that much? 


Its not like Slash hadn't faced his share of harassment. Fuck, he couldn't even fill in the Ethnicity bubble on 
school enrollment paperwork without getting confused or receiving a glare from someone in the staff. He'd 


gotten jumped just for being who he was, a product of parents he hadn't chosen. 


These days Slash could walk out of his house and down the street, usually without being yelled at. He'd get the 
grimaces, the eyes glued to him, wondering what he'd steal, or if he was going rob the store. Whatever. 


Though he did like to shoplift; they were right in that aspect, even if they were profiling him. 


He'd gotten into fights with stupid people for just fucking existing, and he always struggled to put into place 


the meaning for such monstrous words and actions from one human being to another. 


Were all on this shitty, dying blue marble, living our shitty fucking lives, so why do we have to be so fuckin' shitty 


to each other and make it worse? 


Still, this dress was a new experience. Slash just wasn't sure if it was the dress, his skin, or his dick that made 


it more dangerous. 


Perhaps it was all three. 


Either way, his experiences tonight, what he'd heard from the women in his family and the ones he dated or 


befriended, gave him a whole new view on the world. 


Intense grooming notwithstanding, Holy fuck! If this is what its like, it fucking sucks to be a girll 


Simmering, spooked, and newly illuminated, Slash made a final pit stop, hovering at the corner before making his 


inevitable turn onto Sunset. 


He breathed so deeply his tiny, tar-covered alveoli wriggled with oxygenated delight, again taking post against 
the wall beside him. He kept both feet on the pavement this time. He figured it'd make him less of a target. 


Slash's cigarette held more for him this go round. Though the Boulevard beside him bustled, the side street 
was dead. He was the only soul in sight besides a bum, smacked out in the side entrance alcove of a novelty 


shop. 


Slash was glad for that. The guy had been there for years despite the LAPD consistently running him off, and 
Slash didn't care to be jerked off to on top of all this dress drama. How many girlfriends he had to counsel 
after a run-in with that dude.. 


Yikes 


Man, this crash course is fucking brutal 


As if to reinforce that fact, a passerby traversing Sunset sourly commanded his attention. 


Slash glanced up sheepishly after the wolf whistle punctured his eardrum. He made fleeting eye contact with 
its source, lamenting the absence of his curls more than ever as a guy decked in fashion a la Motley Crue 
unleashed another, longer whistle, guffawing in Slash's direction when his face reddened and he turned away, 
head hung. 


Slash averted his eyes further. He closed them. A cold, gnawing shame pierced his stomach. 


He didn't understand why he felt that way. Suddenly, all he wanted to do was puke. 


Ruby Honeywell had started out with good intentions (kind of), but the longer Slash played the game, without 
even being on the fucking playing field, the more he wondered if this really wasn't the brilliant, gerius idea he'd 
thought it was. 


His hand instantly went to the purse. It patted the supple leather reassuringly, fingertips gliding along the flap, 


mourning in retrospect and reveling in his mother's foresight. 


Fuck, he wished he had a flask 


He squeezed his thickly decorated eyes shut, punishing himself with a couple soft raps of the back of his head 
to the bricks. 


Why hadn't he packed a flask? 


Rookie mistake, motherfucker. He could've slapped himself in the see-through thong. Rookie mistake. 


He thought about packin' it in, callin’ it a night and scraping up the rest of his pride. Pfft, it was better than 
bein’ hooted at all fuckin’ night. 


It didn't matter how much he enjoyed the pristine beauty of his painted face, his plastered, poofy hair, or the 
cheeky beret atop it. Nor did the warm summer wind blowing gently up the dress, caressing his shaved legs 
and bare ass matter, either. 


While nearly every damn person in possession of a cock on the Boulevard bore at least an eye-full of makeup, 


it was very likely that if they found a dick on this mysteriously enchanting Ruby Honeywell, they'd beat the 
living shit out of her. 


But victory lie a mere six blocks away. 


It called to Slash. It was as if the building itself sang to him in an enticing, heavenly chorus..which in Slash's 


case would mean badass rock n' roll thunder. 


Victory demanded effort, and Steven demanded duping and a severe ass kicking! 


And besides that, there was no way in hell Slash was about to backtrack and cross those dirtbags he'd already 
escaped. He wasn't gonna give them a chance to do more than just yell at him. That was scary enough without 


giving them more encouragement. 


Slash decided that despite the river of shit, it was worth wading. His mother had apparently done a very 
believable job of transforming this scrounging alley cat into a sleek, pedigreed feline, and Slash wasn't willing to 


let Ruby go to waste just yet. 


Grungy city air expanding his chest so his stuffed tits puffed out proudly, Slash drew in invigorating breath. He 
bolstered himself, shoulders squaring and feet preparing to carry him faithfully through potential onslaught. 


Tossing the extinguished butt to the street, he spun determinedly around the corner and trudged towards his 
destination. To his one-night destiny! 


To, "Hey, sexy legs. Wanna spread ‘em for me?" 


"Where ya goin’, sugar tits? Wanna hang with us?" 


"Smile, cutie. Pretty face like that shouldn't look so down" 


One guy just kept staring at him from across the street, licking his lips and feasting his eyes while waiting for 


the crosswalk signal. 


Another hovered too uncomfortably close, breathed too damn loud, being no where near as inconspicuous 


about trying to get a whiff of Slash's scent as he probably thought he was. 


Holy shit, how was all of that fucking possible in a six block trek?! Ruby was a sweetheart, a completely 
innocent person just trying to walk down the street to meet her friends for a drink! What the fuck! 


And yes, while Slash was a Typical Guy who liked to do Typical Guy Things and share in Typical Guy Triple-X- 


Rated Discussions, the sheer perturbing ingenuity of the cat callers astonished and nauseated him. 


Slash's upward glance to the pale moon high, high in the sky realized the reason for all these weirdos. 
Unfortunately, though the Strip was still packed, it was the time of night where the most sordid of Hollywood's 
patrons prowled the streets. Everyone else was safely tucked inside bars and venues, where equally or 
slightly-less-dubious folk plied their trades; at least those delinquents knew how to behave, lest they risk 


ejection and losing a promised, lucrative clientele. 


Slash hoped the time slot was merely ripe for these scum. He could go back to being a dude later in the night- 
-real chicks couldn't escape this awful shit, and just had to live with it. 


The cognizance made both Ruby and Slash wither morosely. 


The aforementioned harassments weren't the worst, though. Even worse than a guy in parachute pants 
brushing past Slash's ear and asking if his, "cunt smelled as nice as a freshly bloomed flower," which absolutely 


almost caused a Mission Abort, Slash encountered King Douche. 


Slash had reached a point of somehow being able to ignore the "normal" creeps. That's not to say their words 
rolled off his back and didn't worm their way into his psyche to traumatize him forevermore, but King Douche 


was not like the rest. 


King Douche had set up shop in a highly trafficked area with many, many different types of people to bully. 
With such a wide array of women, men, and everything in between, every color of the rainbow and some even 
wearing rainbows (as they were yards away from The Pearl), Bad King Douche had a kingdom of victims ripe 
for the picking. 


This rat bastard was the one obstacle that gave Slash off-the-Richter stranger danger. After making his way 
through all the other "trivial" scumbags, this was the one that made his hairs rise on end as he watched King 
Douche move to lay rough, grabby hands on a girl. She was promptly swept away beneath the arm of a 


boyfriend, who swelled in rage and raised a warning fist. 


God, Slash wished he had one of those. He wouldn't even shun Steven's presence if it meant he could avoid 


confrontation. 


Slash was positive he'd heard several slurs in King Douche's vitriol-laden speeches, peppering everything from 


orientation, to race, to gender, and hell, just people's appearances. 


More than once he looked at a perfectly normal person and scrutinized something out of the blue, usually 
something contrived that stated King Douche would never allow anyone to challenge his petty rule; but it sure 
as hell made whoever was on the receiving end look more uncomfortable and grossed out then when Slash 


woke up and discovered he'd passed out and pissed himself while wearing jeans. 


For a minute Slash hid himself in the ebb and flow of the passing patches of people, observing, learning the 
routine of King Douche. Dancing from pool to sporadic pool, Slash watched King Douche pace around like a dog 
on a leash, circling a finite area, never tempting to vacate his tiny kingdom unless a hapless victim proved 


interesting enough to warrant invasion. 


My god, King Douche needed a new hobby. Or just, you know, to be exterminated. Whatever came first or was 
easier. Slash's Shitty Blue Marble Theory held precedence, especially considering Bad King Douche. People who 
made life hell just to make it hell should have their card revoked 


Slash cast his eyes from King Douche to the far-off entrance to The Pearl. He sighed, trying to look natural as 
he drifted to another people clump. 


Five doors away. Well over half a block Fuck 


King Douche roared his superior douchedom, "It's just a joke! Get over it! You aren't nothin’ special. Bah, you're 


fuckin ugly; don't get an even bigger head, bitch." 


Hot bile seared the back of Slash's throat. In a surge of irritated determination, he threw himself into action. 


Teeth grit, fists clenched, expression forced to casual neutral, he fell in behind a group of five guys and six 
girls, hoping to play numbers to his advantage. 


He drew on all two hours’ worth of Ruby's conjured savoir faire. Chin up, tits out, bushy hair flowing in a 
humid summer breeze, he strode with all the confidence and ease of one who was exactly where they needed 
to be. Step by step his stride matched the unwitting group he invited himself to, even going so far as to smile 
when they all laughed at a joke he missed. 


Nearer and nearer came the pussy pink light, beckoning, glowing gently upon the dilapidated grey rug. Slash's 
eyes constantly darted from door to door, to all the different shades of neon that guided the way to his 


sanctuary of retribution 


Red Blue. Green White. Yellow. Pink | just gotta make it without calling attention to myself. | just-- 


With great ringing laughter, Slash's safety numbers peeled off to bathe themselves in rusty neon light and 


screeching synthesizers. 


Slash was left alone in the middle of the sidewalk, jaw slack and thoughts frantic. In the back of his mind, he 
could hear King Douche harassing another poor passerby, but he couldn't tell where the hell he'd disappeared 
to. 


Slash's feet kept trudging, carrying him onward as dutifully as ever. Slash was so anxious he found himself 
clutching the purse chain on his shoulder, gathering a length of it until he easily concealed a makeshift weapon 


beneath the palm of his hand. 


The red light faded, gradually giving way to purple, then blue. 


King Douche bellowed. An argument broke out. 


Slash really liked that blue, he decided A deep, dark, ocean blue. Damn. He should paint his room that color. 


Green..well What a lovely shade evergreen, huh? 


Slash heard a word. He hoped he hadn't just heard that word come from King Douche's disgusting maw, but he 
was pretty fuckin’ sure he just heard it. 


He glanced down at the backs of his hands, then shoved them in his jacket pockets. He pushed down another 


well of furious sickness. 


From two doors in front of him arms flailed, hits landed, then a cackling King Douche broke away, bounding back 


to the safety of his home base. 


Unfortunately, Slash was right in his way. 


And that was when Slash made another rookie mistake. He made weak, nervous eye contact with King Douche 


himself. 


King Douche was like a bull shark locked on a thrashing, wounded fish. Like they could smell blood, he could 
smell fear, and apparently Slash fucking reeked. 


"Hi, beautiful. Headed somewhere?" 


Slash tried not to look. He tried not to get a glimpse and indulge this dickhead, but he couldn't help it. 


Alas, the pure repugnance with which Slash sneered at King Douche's shockingly handsome visage held no sway 


for the Mega Dick. It was again like Ruby's simmering silence waved a lure to these creeps. 


"Daaamn, girl. You got it fuckin’ goin’ on, don't ya?" King Douche slowed his steps, whistling while Slash struggled 
to keep a calm, collected pace, feeling the eyes of the Douche scour him roundly. "Where ya goin’, huh? You 


need a friend?" 


Slash was starting to believe that Ola slapped a "Fuck with me!" sign on his back. This was fucking ridiculous. 


It took all his might to keep his gaze away from those sterling blue irises. Instead of being breathtaking, the 


small glance he'd received bored into him, paining him on a physical level like fingers driven into his eye sockets. 


Everything about King Douche was unbearable, from his gaze to his presence. Slash was staring to feel leaps 
and bounds more uncomfortable than he had the entire night, trying not to focus too much on the sound of 
King Douche's determined, trailing steps and his increasingly batshit remarks. 


"C'mon, sweetie, you can't just ignore me. Forget all these passing jerks! I'll treat ya right, babe." 


ust keep going, Slash told himself, a hand moving to clutch the chain of the purse. Just keep walking. Ignore it 


Ignore it 


"No? Not even a little nibble?" The creeping footsteps drew closer. The tone became falsely saccharine. "Aww, 


come on! Don't leave me hangin’, gorgeous!" 
The green light gave way to white, harsh and blaring. 
Slash turned his face to avoid any highlighted masculinity. 


"What's wrong, sexy?" Scuffing steps jogged closer. The voice grew annoyed, housing slight aggression. "You a 
shy lesbo? Don't like dick, or what? | eat pussy ten times better than any carpet muncher you'll find! One 
taste of this dick, you'll be a changed woman. | promise!" 


Slash's nose wrinkled. He nearly gave way to jogging, the fist around the chain clenching, the same as his tense 


jow. 
"Not your thing, either? There's gotta be somethin’ you're into! What are you? Some kinda sexless freak?!" 


Fury boiled within Slash. He almost caved. He almost spun around and decked King Douche, who was too damn 


hideous on the inside to be so fuckin’ handsome on the outside. 


But the white was giving way to yellow, and the yellow would soon fade into pink. Then he'd be at his 
destination. He'd slip inside, get his buzz back to acceptable levels, and crash Steven's party! Sure, Steve would 
be mad at first, but they'd have a good laugh about it. Slash would heckle him for days to come, Steven would 
smirk and blush in chagrin, and life would go on with the benefit of a fantastically embarrassing story to tell 
to each and every one of Steven's future romantic interests. 


Eyes on the prize, Slash marched forward like King Douche wasn't flitting around him muttering all sorts of 
fucked up shit. He'd had more practice than he'd bargained for in ignoring the most wretched scum in all of 
Los Angeles, and so fuckin’ help him if he had to mace King Douche to get him the fuck away, then by god, he 


would. 


Which might have been an idea, since the son of a bitch was bouncing in and out of Slash's averted peripheral 
like a cracked out squirrel. Too bad it took Slash until too late to realize the blurry image of His Douchiness' 


face had steadily grown redder and redder. 


Man, fascinated repugnance crinkled Slash's nose with his curious glance, somebody really needs to slingshot a 


Quaalude down that guy's throat 


After that somewhat humorous thought, Slash's stomach fell. 


"What's the matter, you stuck-up, darkie bitch? You fuckin’ deaf? This white dick too fuckin! good for you?!" 


An iron hand snatched Slash's arm and ripped him backwards. With a strangled gasp he stumbled and tripped, 


colliding face first with a torso so hard the cartilage in his nose crunched on impact. 


"Heyl" King Douche wrenched Slash's arm like he was wringing out a wet rag, forcing Slash's enraged vision 


upwards to rain spittle upon it. "I'm talkin’ to you, you fuckin’ cunt!" 


"Get your goddamn hands off me! 


Slash had lashed out before he could even consider passing Ruby the reins. It was an impressive rebuke, 
barked through incandescent teeth. The snarling growl ricocheted off the Strip, bouncing between the buildings 


like the echoing yowl of a mountain lion 


The whole scene went stone cold quiet, everyone freezing, turning in place to find the source. 


Eyes fell upon Slash, but they weren't the ones of the patrons scattered around him. They were bitter, icy 
blue, sheltered in the handsome expanse of the rugged, square-jawed, piece of shit that leered at him in 
absolute contempt. 


Then King Douche smiled. It was along the lines of the same creepy grin the cave troll had given Slash, only 
this one simmered with very real, very present danger. It was as if the fox had finally cornered the hen, and 


it was oh so excited for the part that came next. 


Cool fear settled in Slash's stomach. He swallowed it down, stoked it instead with every bit of indignant rage 
he'd harbored since first crossing paths with the cave troll. 


His hand went right for the chain. Fuck the mace--he was gonna cave his asshole's face in! For himself and the 
poor, unfortunate souls who had ever had the misery of stumbling upon the territory of King Douche, Slash 


was gonna permanently blind this fuckface. Once and for alll 


But then, from the bile-colored sky above Slash's head materialized a fist: gargantuan, gloved in ebony satin, 
and armed with costume jewels bigger than Slash's round, mystified eyes. 


With a loud, dull thud of flesh striking flesh, King Douche unleashed a wail of unpleasantly painful surprise. The 
biting fingers on Slash's arm released and he broke free, stumbling away just in time to see King Douche topple 


to the dirty concrete. 


The same satin, bejeweled hand shoved Slash behind the towering body to which it belonged: long, lean, draped 


in black lace and topped with a massive, circular blonde wig. 


Slash realized in a split second flash of recognition that it was the drag queen who'd waved at him earlier that 


night. And he was in no way, shape, or form gonna turn his nose up to her offer of protection. 


"You ignorant, backswashin’, mongrel!" Her voice boomed through the pounding of Slash's pulse, drowning out 


the war drums in his ears. Something in her accent sounded Southern.drawling, twangy, and thick. A 


Mississippian debutante, maybe? "How many goddamn times do you have to have your ass kicked before you 
learn to leave them girls the fuck alone?" 


" Girls” 


King Douche, struck down from his once-despicable throne and cast to wander the wastes a mere goon, 
coughed, retched, and spat a glob of blood on the sidewalk. He dragged a wrist over his battered mouth, wiping 
the gore to reveal a mangled cheek ard lip split in several places, his expression twisted into a grotesque scowl. 


Not a twinkle of remorse flickered behind his glacial eyes. 


"Nothin but a bunch of nasty, faggot freaks is all you are." 


Another globule splattered the sidewalk. 


‘lm the freak? We're the freaks? Hal" The queen swelled with rage, very effectively shielding Slash, who 
peered out nervously from beneath her trailing, flowy sleeve. "Them's big words comin’ from a little man who 


feels the need to chase and harass every lady who crosses his path. 


"Newsflash to ya, honey: ain't no woman owe you no goddamn thing. Whether she's a natural born beauty 
queen or wears more makeup than your mama and has bigger balls than your daddy. Neither of which, | can 


see, did their job since you're out here actin’ like a damn fool. 


"Now, get the hell on outta here before you wind up battered up and dirtyin' up our gutter again | catch you 
back here one more time lma do everyone a favor and cut it off; leave you bleedin’ in the alley and maybe 
then you'll learn your lesson. Been five months of your harassin’, terrorizin' malarkey, and since the cops won't 


do anything about it, / will” 


"You put a fuckin’ finger on me." Stumbling, the goon rose to his feet, taking another swipe at his profusely 
bleeding face. Slash was thoroughly grossed out to see the corner of one lip cut so deeply it dangled. "and 
you're dead meat, fairy.” 


‘Oh, bless your heart! You wouldn't be my first gelding, honey. By all means, bring it on 


"You'd get your faggot ass whooped. No sissy boy's gonna get away with sucker punchin’ me like that! You best 
watch your back, you tranny freak" 


"Believe you me: my daddy laid better threats and harsher hands on me than that" The Queen (Slash definitely 
had to give her the proper title now. Holy shit), waved a finger in reprimand, tone sugar sweet. She stood tall 
and strong as a tree, and Slash was goddamn glad for it. "You're gonna have to do better, baby. Care to try 


again?" 


The sidewalk was dotted with a final bloody loogie. This time when Former King Douche swiped his lip, he noticed 
it caught beneath his wrist. 


A deep shade of green crept up the goon's horrified face. His toned body quivered with nausea, beads of sweat 
bubbling on his forehead. Suddenly this asshole wasn't so handsome anymore. 


"Yeah" The Queen's gloved fists came to rest on her hips. Her head was high, her brows arched in smug 
victory. She waved a large, graceful, shooing hand. "Go on, now. Git! | gotta wash my MeMaw's good costume 
jewels because of you. Beat it!" 


Slash couldn't believe the tears he saw form in the goon's eyes. For a moment he almost..almost felt sorry for 


him. 


Without another word King Douche turned and sulked away, whimpering into his bloodied hand. 


Several dampened claps sounded as the Queen symbolically brushed the dirt from her hands. 


"Second one tonight. Mph," she grunted in exasperated repugnance. Her head shook slowly, as not to depose 
what had to be a ten pound wig. "Good fucking riddance. When will they learn?" 


She turned, presumably headed back to The Pearl, but with a look down she jumped in surprise, as if she'd 
spun around to see a mangy, googly-eyed dog instead of Slash. 


And of course Slash had to fucking startle just as hard, hands clasping the thick silver tassel over his racing 


heart. He smoothed it over with an awkward laugh, silently attributing his skittishness to survivor's adrenaline 


rush. 


"Oh, honey! | am so, so sorry!" The Queen offered Slash a large, though rather dainty hand for such a 
towering person Slash took it, and was almost thrashed about with the genial force of the simple greeting, 
"Emmilou Carlisle! Pleased ta meet ya, gorgeous. And who might you be?" 


"Uhh." 


For a brief eternity Slash stood there, dumbfounded and tongue-tied, shaking Emmilou Carlisle's hand into 


forever. His ears still rung from King Douche's dickishness, and he only recalled his chosen moniker when the 


handshake wobbled and threatened to lose itself. 


'R-Ruby. Hi 


He still hadn't returned to Ruby's voice, however. 


"Well, hello, darling Ruby." Emmilou broadly grinned. Her Southern drawl was cheerful as could be as she 
reignited the handshake with renewed familiarity. "Aren't you the cutest lil baby drag queen? Oh, goodness 


gracious, look at you. Cute as a button!" 


For the first time since studying his reflection at home, Slash's cheeks flushed with pleased flattery. 


"Thanks." He chuckled and shrugged shyly. What she didn't know wouldn't hurt her, plus the praise felt good on 
Slash's wounded, harassed pride. "And thanks for that back there, too. |, uh.. You didn't have to, ya know." 


"Oh, tuft" 


Emmilou's bright red lips curled with mirth. 


| may be pretty as a peach," a gloved hand fluffed the edge of her voluminous wig, "but underneath all this 
muss 'n fuss is still a man, darlin’. And he don't give a shit. He will fuck you up if you step outta line. Emmilou 


Carlisle or Elijah Bedford Carlisle aint not no issue cuttin’ a fat hog in the ass. So don't you worry ‘bout a 
thing, honey. 


Slash's mental expression frowned in confusion at the euphemism, but his outer one smiled politely and laughed. 


"Right. Thanks!" 


Emmilou draped a lithe arm over Slash's shoulders, her steps flowy and light as she led him towards the pink 
glow that signaled Go time. "You headed to The Pearl tonight? It's gonna be a good one!" 


"Yeah. | am, actually." 


Slash found himself with a reflexive arm around her narrow waist. He fell in stride with her, attempting to 
coax similar feminine mannerisms from himself. Man, King Doucheface had really thrown Ruby from her 


groove. 


"Well, when you get in, be sure to ask the bartender for a Squirmy Virgin," Emmilou glowed playfully. 


"A Squirmy Virgin?" 


Slash had had a few of those in his time. 


He snickered with open, delighted immaturity. He even looked up at Emmilou to find her grinning knowingly in 


return, her pale blue eyes much, much kinder than King Douche's. 


"Fabulous name, ain't it?" She patted Slash's back, guiding him to the podium near the entrance where hours 


before Matteo the Mustachioed had shot down his hopes of free beer. 


Emmilou casually cut in line, reaching into the hidden shelves to unearth a stamp despite the new bouncer's 


scoffing impatience. 


‘Its your first time; | can tell” After several blotting taps, Emmilou took Slash's offered hand and bestowed an 
admittance stamp upon it. "A Squirmy Virgin'll help settle your nerves, hun. Miss Emmis gonna get you taken 


care of, don't you worry.” 


Slash beamed brilliantly. Giddy with success, he studied the black ink image on his skin: an extremely 


anatomically correct pussy disguised as an oyster. 


The thrill of impending vengeance washed over him, intoxicating in its plethora of possibilities. But he grimaced 
the second the entirety of Emmilou's words registered. It was like someone had came along popped his "Happy 


Revenge!" balloon. 


"You can tell it's my first time? | don't." Slash spread his arms, looking over his polka dotted, fishnetted self 
with doubting scrutiny. "| don't look good?" His voice and brows bowed. "I can't pull it off?" 


His red lips pouted in genuine concern If an actual drag queen was telling him he didn't look the part..well.:fuck! 


"Please! You look gorgeous, sweetie. Your style is fucking flawless, girl” At least when Emmilou Carlisle gently 
called him "sweetie" and "girl" it didn't make him cringe. "It's the rookie mistakes that stick out like a sore 


thumb." 


"Oh...2" 


An inquisitive brow raised, but Slash still felt Ruby was unstoppable despite the perils of the Strip. A couple 
drinks and those creeps wouldn't matter. They'd be put behind Slash faster than the people grumbling about 
his impromptu VIP treatment. 


"Ah, don't let em trashy motherfuckers ruin your night, darlin’ Ruby. You'll be safe inside." 


Emmilou decided not to elaborate on these rookie mistakes, however. Instead she smiled, big, and wide, and 


friendly, taking Slash by the arm and escorting him towards the door. 


"Just head on in and tell Armando that Miss Emmi sent you for a Squirmy Virgin And if the lights flicker on 
and off, that means the po-lice are beatin’ on the door. If that happens, play it cool or," Emmiou halted just 


before the doors, taking a moment to thoroughly study Slash's made up face from sculpted eyebrows to 
enhanced decolletage, "find you a pass-for-straight to buddy up with." 


Another bout of perplexity kinked Slash's eyebrows. Though he understood this term, he hoped no more riche 
lingo would surface. Just because he sometimes fucked dudes didn't mean he had gay jargon down, and he 


fancied appearing more experienced and educated than he was. 


Before the door, Emmilou carefully unwound her arm from Slash's. She patted his bicep softly, encouragingly. 


"You'll do just fine, hun," she cooed kindly. "And if ya need anything, just remember Miss Emmi is right out 
here. Dusk to close, you bet your ass l'm playin’ the big, beautiful, undercover bouncer." 


A bubbling of enthusiasm in his belly, Slash took her offered hand a final time, shaking it much more 
confidently. 


"Thanks," he smiled, Ruby's husky, sultry voice sliding in for the coming battle. "For everything. The 
fuckin'.douchebag. The Squirmy Virgin, and all that. You really saved my ass tonight. And probably my whole 
damn night, too. Thank you." 


And thanks for not carding me! 


Emmilou radiated, wilting in a spray of joyous, fainting theatrics. 


"Oh, aren't you just as sweet as honey?" Emmilou Carlisle brushed Slash's rosy cheek with adoring fingers. He 
had a strange inkling that she talked herself out of pinching his cheek "Oh, that voice! No more notes! Now get 
on in there before | gotta squeeze the life outta your adorable little self, Miss Ruby! Get fucked up, have a 
great right, and maybe find you a nice hunk o' candy to suck on" 


Emmilou winked a single, voluminously lashed eye. 


Slash tried hard not to blush. After all, he was here to mess with Steven, not get laid. 


And truth be told, he was an infiltrator. He'd lost many virginities that night: In-depth cross-dressing, full-face 
make up, interacting with an actual drag queen, and entering a gay bar. The one badge he didn't care to earn 
was Getting Beat Up For Impersonating A Drag Queen 


He wouldn't push his luck. 


"lIl see where the night takes me." Slash pacified Emmilou's salacious radiance with a shy smile. "I'm meetin’ up 


with a friend. Nothing super special." 


"Well, y'all take care and have fun, you hear? Like | said, it's gonna be a great night. Itineraries are posted all 


over inside if you're curious. It'll be an evening chock full of naughty fun 


"Yo! Elijah!" The interjection came from a few yards away, from someone Slash couldn't see. "Come herel!" 


"So damn rude." Emmilou rolled her beautified eyes and sighed. She stomped an irritated heel, shouting over the 
turning heads of Strip-goers, "Its Emmilou, goddamn it! Respect the dress, asshole! And be patient; I'll be right 
there!" 


She returned her eyes to him, sighing a second time and shaking her towering frame in semi-annoyance when 


her reprimand was answered with a long, mischievous laugh. 


"My partner. He's a real hoot, eh?" She appeared unimpressed, though sweetly loving in a way, Slash thought. 
Like it was an old squabble she got tired of, but couldn't imagine not having. 


"But before | go," a graceful satin finger wriggled curiously at Slash's outfit, "where'd you get that dress? | 
love it. Contrast and funky patterns are so in right now.’ 


"Uh..." Slash briefly searched the blackened gum stains below his feet, absently smoothing pleats over his hips. 
"I don't know. It's my Mom's." 


"Mmm," Emmilou hummed, nodding contemplatively. Her index finger lightly tapped her chin, her pale blue eyes 
twinkling beneath their lashes and elegant liner. "Ain't that the way we all start out? A boy in his Mama's 


dress." 


Before Slash could reply, another cry of, "Yo, Emmi!" hushed the murmuring on the Strip. 


"I better go." Emmilou peered over the sea of heads, smiling, then laughing at someone Slash still couldn't see. 
She firmly grasped his hands, then leaned her looming frame downwards to give him a quick cheek-to-cheek 


kiss. "Best of luck, darling Ruby! Come on up and see me again, ya hear? Take care, sweetie!" 


"Thanks!" Slash returned the small squeeze of her fingers in his, then waved as she floated away. "You, too!" 


The tiniest wave of large, dexterous, gloved fingers met him, then Emmilou Carlisle's soaring silhouette faded 


into the shuffling Hollywood crowd. 


Still hovering outside the door, Slash lit a smoke, staring at the flashes of colored light flickering beneath the 
threshold. The bold colors matched the pulsating beat, the tune nothing he could make out. With the bass of 
six nearby establishments simultaneously booming, he was surprised he'd made it through Miss Emmi's 


acquaintance without subjecting either of them to screamed repeats of conversation 


And how about that, huh? If he could get past all those cat callers, and Emmilou Carlisle and pass for a girl 
(and a drag queen, since he hadn't really given Miss Emmi a chance to see Ruby until he'd already blown his 
cover) he just might have a killer chance at pulling this off! 


Cigarette perched in his lips he smoothed the lines of his dress and situated the purse strap comfortably (and 
what he hoped was correctly) on his shoulder. From its tiny depths he produced the compact and popped it 
open, observing his painted reflection in the pussy pink light. 


It was with a slow, precise hand that Slash remedied his fading red lips, dabbing and dragging until he felt 
confident enough to quicken and embolden the strokes. He compressed and pursed his lips, pouting sensually 
while he primped his loose curls and arranged some newcomers, possibly sprung free from the torso face 


plant that left his nose sore. 


After he was satisfied, the compact clicked sharply, then whizzed down to be buried in the purse. 


As he stood, coaxing the teased bits of his hair to new life, a willowy woman in loose black jeans, battered 


boots, and a leather jacket paused with a hand on the door, locking eyes with him. 


Her dark eyes thoroughly trailed him up and down, legs, to waist, to torso, to face, and back again, a pleased 


semblance of approval on her otherwise stoic expression. 


Slash took the moment to perform a quick experiment. 


He coyly twisted a curl around his index finger, attentively holding her gaze. He slowly, interestedly licked his 
lips, winked, then breathed a luscious, "Hi," as seductively as he could, dangling it before the woman as if the 


offer was so sweet she could kiss it from his lips..if she were into dudes in dresses. 


The chick ran a hand through her short, fuzzy brunette Mohawk, clearly delighted, as a bold smile dominated 


her face. 


"Hey, Mama" Her strong chin tilted upwards greeting. "Catch you inside?" 


A coquettish maybe / wil, maybe | won't smile touched Slash's mouth. He took great effort in ensuring his body 
language and expression maintained the same flirtatious, feminine air as he glowered at her with playful 


devilishness, smoke pouring through his cherry red lips. 


The chick smiled, rather hopefully, Slash felt. Then she slipped inside, drowning in flashing primary colors and 
synthesized beats. 


A victorious chuckle hummed around Slash's cigarette filter. He confidently fluffed his wild hair, tossed the 
dying smoke to the pavement, and faced the peeling white doors to The Pearl, filled with expectation so 


enthusiastic it bordered on volatile. 


Holy fuck, | can turn a lesbiar's head! Slash could've shit his non-existent pants with pride. Steven should be a 


cinch! 


Without hesitation he snatched the aged brass door handle. Wide open the chipped, weathered door swung, and 
with a breath of collected determination, Miss Ruby Honeywell sauntered inside. 


Chapter Four: Ladies’ Night at The Pearl 


Author's Notes: 
Does this still count as a Christmas gift? Hope it does! 


Despite the implied aura of glamour, The Pearl was no gem. In fact, it was quite the damn opposite. The only 
pearls to be found were growing to tacky droplets upon the men's room floor, being rubbed, licked, and sucked 
in the ladies' room, or adorning the ears, fingers, and throats of some of the finest, campiest drag queens in 
Los Angeles. 


It was dark and dingy, smoky and loud, crowded and teeming with all sorts of interesting goings-on. The doll- 
faced lipsticks were out in just as much force as the rugged dykes, the catty snap queens as prolific as the 
leather-bound bears. 


Slash's nose was calmed to find the place reeked of stale beer, old tobacco, and industrial strength sanitizer. 
Eyes widening to soak in as much haze-obscured neon as possible, he was surprised to see that The Pearl was 
like any other sleazy establishment he'd patronized: suspiciously dim; equipped with a spattering of spotlighted 
poles and suspended cages, a blessed few occupied by completely nude female dancers; people wrapped in carnal 
tangles where shadows offered utmost privacy; and even a row of private alcoves built against the far back 
wall, black curtained "VIP booths" harboring cantilever chairs with blown out Naugahyde cushions, the 


unmistakable musk of sex permeating the air. 


People shuffled in and out of the restrooms with no regard to the gender sign posted upon the threshold. 
Some rubbed their noses and sniffled, eyes glassy and pupils massive. Others were flushed, sweaty, and 
grinning with that night's flavor tucked proudly under their arm, brazenly victorious to the less favorable 


suitors that tensely strode back and forth through their doorway of choice. 
It was the kind of place you could catch crabs just from sitting on a bar stool. 


Slash wasn't sure what he had expected from his first venture into a gay bar, but he liked this sketchy hole 
in the wall. While he was half-phony in his polka dot dress, he was never at home in fancy, frilly clubs, anyway. 


And besides, Ruby Honeywell reveled in filth just as comfortably and vivaciously as her male counterpart. This 
pretty jewel would shine brilliantly against the dingy backdrop..along with the sequins and rhinestones, too. 


An eager, cocky grin tugged Slash's scarlet lips. His initial instinct was the hunt, the driving urge to seek out 
the fluffy, bottle-blonde dipshit that had gotten him into this fucking mess. He decided the bar tucked to the 
far left wall, a massive bulk of carved, battle scarred wood elevated a foot above the dance floor, would 


provide as good a lookout as any. 


Boots light on sticky, speckled black linoleum, Slash squinted against the murky shadows. He took a leisurely 
pace to adjust to the atmosphere, casting his gaze here and there, searching for the one whom would soon 


feel the thorny stings of vengeance. 


Peals of boisterous laughter and piercing shouts rang through Sylvester's "You Make Me Feel" A group of 
people to his right tossed poker chips and slapped cards, cheering and jeering accordingly at their rickety table. 
Another to his left crouched over their drinks in a scheming huddle, ignoring the outside world in favor of 
their murmured secrets. Ahead of him a pair of men danced in wild circles, showing off moves that would've 


been even more impressive with the addition of drapey angel sleeves. 


Slash was momentarily held up, but achieved safe passage shortly after the dance off concluded. The two- 
person sea parted with enthusiastic clapping from a small, enraptured audience, a handshake-hug of mutual 


respect, and a shot of what Slash thought was probably tequila or vodka 


He eyed the alcohol greedily, struggling to produce a dribble of saliva He lolled his dry tongue in his closed 
mouth so he didn't look like a freak, biding a little more time until one of the dancers noticed him hovering, 


quickly apologized, then ushered Slash past with a sweep of limber arms. 
Ruby was polite as could be in return, and Slash successfully sashayed his way to the bar. 


Perching himself upon the middle stool in a row of three empties, then having to hop back up and smooth the 
crumpled pleats behind his thighs, Slash craned his neck for the familiar poof of blonde hair. And while there 
was a lot of blonde hair in the dancing, chatting multitudes, almost none of it belonged to men. And if it did, it 


was short. 


He returned his eyes to the thoroughly scratched bar top before him, then dipped a hand in the purse nestled 
on his lap. 


Figuring maybe Steve was in the bathroom or perhaps lurking very adeptly in the shadows, Slash wiggled 
himself comfortably on the bar stool, tucking a cigarette between his lips and inhaling a gracious flow of 


nicotine. 


He wanted-- No, needed to look like he belonged, so upon his seat he would stay. At least for now. Plus, he had 
yet to determine Ruby's seated poise and could appreciate the practice before he flipped the table on Steven 


And at that ten seconds, booze was slightly more important than revenge. Just slightly 

While Slash smoked, he cycled through a gambit of postures: Crossed legs, together at the knees, pressed 
thighs, ankles crossed, spine straight, back arched, elbows propped on the bar. You name it, his nuts were 
crushed by it. His balls had slipped between his thighs the moment he sat down--his go-to feminine bearings 


were doomed from the start. 


Not at all keen on publicly calibrating his crotch beneath a dress, Slash settled on his usual bar stance with a 


Ruby Spin: Comfortably parted legs (since nobody could see his junk, anyway), relaxed spine, easy elbows 
resting on the bar, and a perpetually burning cigarette wielded in the mesh-gloved right hand which 
occasionally supported his blushed cheek 


He was vigilant to fine tune his movements, to make them more dainty and hold himself lighter than he 
normally would. He made tiny adjustments to the dress, making sure to arrange and iron out the pleats, 
training them to shield the stocking bands from sight. He primped his jacket and checked that his curls and the 
beret were still in their places, the heavy silver tassel still adorning his phony baloney boobs, and the massive 
hoops still properly dangling above his shoulders, the backs submerged in the waterfall of locks down his back. 


Slash's fingers lingered on the earring, absently toying with it as he studied the other faces bellied up to the 
bar. Most of them were older. Not, like, old-old, but thirty was old in Slash's elder teenage opinion. Some of 
them were genuinely geriatric, but there were a few young'uns, too; guys that looked about his age. Crop tops 
and shortest of short shorts equipped, each of those barely legal dudes were tethered to the ancient fuckers 
who flashed Rolexes and gaudy golden rings, showing off grey chest hair through half-buttoned, whimsically 
patterned polo shirts. 


One of the few women seated at the bar seemed to be of elite status. Likely somewhere in her fifties, the 
lady sat with a regal, dominant air, her choppy, expertly tousled bob shining like a spiky, polished silver crown, 
her makeup elegant and timeless on her bronze, gracefully-aging face. Many people gave her respectful berth. 
The young woman and man by her side granted her all the elbow room, jovial and talkative as they nursed 


their drinks. 


The longer Slash paid attention, lighting up another cigarette and casting the bartender an expression of 


desperate thirst that wasn't seen, the more strings he connected. 


He'd seen money and baggies change hands several times, funneling from the "kids" to the older woman, who 
was all smiles as she chuckled and spoke with her adoring crowd, her vermilion lips merrily pursed upon the 
rim her magically replenishing Manhattan, the money shielded in her palm sliding beneath the bar, securely out 
of sight. From time to time a young guy or girl would appear, she and they would exchange speedy 
conversation, then Slash would see the older lady give her underling a stern but caring look, like if shit went 


down they were to find her mmediately. Then they vanished. Usually to the bathroom. 


For a second Slash wondered if she was a good madam, one that actually took care of and looked after her 


charges, but his attention was joyfully diverted when the bartender popped up. 


"Sorry for the wait," the bartender said in a strong, clear Mexican accent. He waved a hand to the obvious 


swell of patrons. "Packed house plus a rookie bar back. What can | get you?" 


His chiseled face had a soft, kind edge to it, his deep brown eyes blazing close to mahogany in the sweep of a 
stage light. They looked older than his maybe-mid-twenties-face belied. Older, more tired but resilient, like the 


guy had been through hell and back yet somehow managed to keep a sense of humor in spite of it. 


Armando, his name tag read. 


Slash beamed in expectation. Weaving his fingers atop the bar he scooted closer, leaning in so Ruby's voice 


could be heard above "Edge of Seventeen’, "No prob! Um.. Miss Emmi sent me for a Squirmy Virgin?" 
"Sure thing.” Armando nodded with a small grin. "Neat liquor. You call it, Ma" 

"Oooh." 

Ruby hummed a thoughtful Mmmmm, lips pursing and fingers drumming. She sprightly piped, "Vodka?" 


Slash had lost his vodka virginity earlier that year, so why not? A neat drink called for fancy sippin' booze. He'd 
be a fuckin’ fool not to take that up! 


"Gotcha" Armando nodded again, reaching for a rocks glass. "Anything else?" 
"Yes!" Slash rapped his knuckles excitedly on the bar, a smirk spreading like wildfire. "A pitcher, too, please.” 
"You got it." 


Fresh from the cooler, the vodka bottle upended. Slash watched the glass fill like a ravenous voyeur, keeping 
his wolfish salivating to himself as the cold, clear liquid poured so smoothly the sight bordered on erotic. 


Fuck, the last time he'd had hands on a bottle that fancy, he'd jacked it from a house party. He hadn't taken 
the time to savor or chill it, either, seeing as he and a buddy drained the fucker before they made it four 
blocks from the place. 


The drinks appeared before him, the respectable pitcher of amber beer with perfect head and matching ice 
cold mug, and the vodka, so still, so dignified and generous in its short, shiny glass. 


Slash fluttered a gracious thanks to Armando. He snatched up the frosty mug, filled it to the brim and guzzled 
it down in three long, coordinated quaffs. Three more times, like a well-oiled machine Slash refilled, chugged, 
refilled, chugged, refilled, chugged, hardly taking a breath until both pitcher and mug sat empty, side by side on 


thin rings of condensation. 


Head back, chest open, Slash heaved for air, grinning in gluttonous satisfaction at the cheap, bittersweet taste. 
Cheeks a couple degrees hotter he scooted the pitcher Armando's way, repeatedly licking his wet lips to battle 


his panting smile. 


The bartender had watched in a sort of unphased yet impressed way, standing back with a patient half-smirk 
that intensified to perturbed wonder when Slash unleashed a long, thunderous belch that silenced and drew the 


gazes of ten people around him. 


A modest hand splayed on his chest, Slash simpered sheepishly, blood still warming his cheeks as he drew less 


laborious pants. 

"Oh, shit." Ruby sounded endearing and contrite. "Sorry" 

Armando shook his head. He stepped forward, white, even teeth flashing mirthfully. 
"Get it, bitch." 

He reached for a high five, which Slash took like a total bro instead of Ruby. Oops. 
Armando didn't seem to notice or mind. "Take it | should | open a tab, hun?" 

"Yeah. Definitely!" 


A minute later a new pitcher was laid before Slash, but this time when he filled the mug he let it be. Instead, 
he raised the rocks glass and swirled the clear liquid, inhaling and enjoying the bite it gifted his sinuses. 


At first taste, the chilled vodka was an exquisite French kiss from the liquor gods. Rich, almost creamy and 


nutty. Maybe with a hint of vanilla and spice, too. 


Slash had a hard time convincing himself to sip and not slam. This smooth, fine-ass vodka was a right sight 
different from the rotgut swill he usually drank. He wasn't gonna waste it! 


With a pleased, excited smile the vodka came to rest upon a cardboard coaster. Happy to save it, Slash cupped 
the beer in relaxed hands, sighed, and settled on his seat. 


He took a few minutes to dawdle before embarking on his tit for tat. For the duration of three songs he 
watched a brunette girl shed her clothes and pull in some serious cash with her inventive use of props in her 
dances, utilizing the audience and the cage she occupied for some riveting skills he made sure to commit to 
memory for future reference. Unfortunately, Tawny yielded her cage to another, less interesting act after 


such titillating raunch, which, after a few "normal" minutes led to Slash reaching for a small plastic sign holder 


to his right. 
The light pink paper was topped with the same pussy-oyster stamped on his hand. The blocky black text read: 
LADES: NGHT AT THE PEARL 


9 PM - POLE DANCING CONTEST 
Shake your ass for cold, hard cash! 


10:30 PM - WET T-SHRT CONTEST 
Soak your titties for some fitties!! 


HALF PRICE GIRL-ON-GRL DANCES ALL NGHT! 
Help put our girls through collegel! Every buck counts!! 


"Aw, man." 


A resigned pout soured Slash's face at the last one. Even with Ola's twenty dollar buffer he didn't have the 
cash for that. Nor did he have the genitalia, either. 


Damn. 

He eyed the first two events sadly. Tawny aside, he'd already missed the good shit thanks to Steven's dickery. 
The dancers were still around, but no wet t-shirts?! Ugh. Steve was definitely gonna be on the receiving end of 
an atomic nut slap! 


Speaking of.. 


Slash's spine stiffened, propping him perfectly upright. Beer glued to his lips he peered over the rim, guzzling 
slowly while fine tuning his seek-and-falsely-seduce strategy. 


The more his head nonchalantly turned, his bold, blue-black lined eyes orblike, the more dispirited he became. 
He moved for a refill, and began again 

His brows started to sag in confusion instead of furrow in far sight with his inspective squints towards the 
dark, isolated corners of The Pearl. Time after time a surge of determination would tingle his scalp, excitement 
throttling him each time he spotted the back of teased blonde head, only for his enthusiasm to drain, withering 


away with the exposure of a feminine face, and on one occasion a masculine one. 


He was sure that Steven would be a human pinball, bouncing from one woman to the next. Perhaps even 


emitting a rousing bing! noise in the process. 
Alas, he saw no blonde human pinball. Each hairy dude in a white mesh shirt certainly wasn't Steven, either. 
Slash double and triple checked all the people making out or fucking around to make damn sure none of them 


were his dumbass drummer buddy, but to no avail 


He sat down the mug, full of naught but bubbly foam, the pitcher just as empty, and suppressed a monstrous 


burp to a whispered exhale. 
Slash growled, soft and menacing in his throat, "What the fuck, Steve." 


He retrieved the precious glass of pricey vodka and rose to his feet. He wasn't drunk enough to wobble, but he 
was toasted enough to blink the encroaching blurs from his eyes and finally notice trios of plastic penny jars 


lined at five-foot intervals along the bar, each filled with rubbers, lube, and dental dams, clearly labelled and 


obviously appreciated, since Armando could be seen resupplying one that sat near the madam across the bar. 


Well, if Slash was positive about one thing, Steven would never touch those. The lube, perhaps, but other than 
that.. 


Slash reined in another belch. 
"Well." He gave the bar a cursory glance he knew was fruitless. "Gotta pee." 


Donna Summer soulfully sang of her quest for "Hot Stuff" alongside Slash's piss pilgrimage. While she might've 
been busy pursuing a night's passion, Slash's campaign for his friend/temporary nemesis was starting to feel 


like it blew up before it even got off the ground. 


The small--though packed--club was devoid of anything remotely Steve-like. There was no sign of his electric- 
shock hair, no aforementioned human pinball. Not even a braying guffaw of his bursting laughter once broke 


through the music. And Steven was not a wallflower. 


A prickle of fear that all he and Ola's work would be for nothing nibbled at Slash. The bathrooms were his last 
hope, lest this whole fucking operation go fake-tits-up. 


Oh, shit.. Then what would he do? 


That was a decision for Near-Future Slash, he decided. Or Near-Future Ruby, as it may be. He had a bigger 


conundrum to tackle. 
Did he use the women's room or the men's? 


Everyone else had no problem choosing sides, but Slash's one-night engagement left him mystified, pacing 


uncer tainly several yards away. 


In his mind, Ruby was all woman. He'd dressed and primped and refined himself for femininity. And if all the 
howling assholes outside had anything to say about it, his garb of girlhood was an overwhelming success. 


But did that mean that the people who were used to dudes in dresses wouldn't see right through it? Emmilou 
Carlisle had, but was it because she knew drag queens and cross-dressers, or because Slash had given a 


masculine retort to being manhandled? 


He didn't fit in with those who strode confidently into traditionally conflicting toilets. Frankly, he didn't feel like 


he fit in at all. Bedding the occasional man aside, this wasn't his scene. 


Well, it was, but it wasn't. 


It was..a flip side to his scene. 


It was complicated. 
Whatever. 


After studying the flow of people through the womens’ room, Slash used his increasingly sloshed powers of 
deduction to deduce that there was no way Steven could be in there. 


Besides the absence of his usual..uh.vocal theatrics, the women occupying the space didn't appear to type to 
allow Steven's Stevenness to waylay their night. From his brief glance Slash could easily denote the attentive 
look outs, same with the men's--the ladies' definitely ran a tighter ship. 


Plus, he wasn't feeling it. His instinct dwelled on an overall negative feeling. He made his way to the men's 


crapper, sensing it somewhere behind the shiny red belt around his waist: Steven was already gone. 


The Men's Guard let Ruby pass without hardly a glance. Upon entering the glorified closet of a bathroom, Slash 
saw several types of sordid behavior he tried not to ogle, and just like any other seedy bar he was greeted 
with an open-ended business transaction, this one bearing several more connotations than his usual night club 


solicitors. 
"Hey, Curly Q. You lookin’ for a good time? Got whatcha need" 


Slash looked up, squinting through the smoky, deep purple haze to distinguish the face of a tall, meaty-but- 
buff man with wide features, dilated pupils, and a bald head that glistened with beads of lavender-tinted sweat. 
It was pretty apparent the dude was utilizing his bulk to block the high-speed pounding goin’ down in the 
doorless stall behind him. 


"Nah, l'm lookin’ for my friend,” Slash's day-to-day voice replied with utmost nonchalance. A hand autopiloted to 
shield his drink at his spectral mother's sudden behest. "Long, fluffy blonde hair, chest rug, white fishnet 
shirt? Shitty acid wash jeans, disconcertingly and inhumanly perky personality? A lot like a bright-eyed, horny, 
sunshine-y puppy. Most likely trying to harass and leg hump all the ladies. You seen him?" 


Slash dubbed the guy "Brutus" in the privacy of his head. He had to admit, those pit bull jowls and droopy 


earlobes were quite impressive. Woof, woof! 


Slash didn't shirk before Brutus’ uncertain glower, possibly trying to figure out if he'd been rebuffed or 
attempting to absorb Slash's word vomit. Slash calmly stood there amidst the clumps of moaning men and 


twitchy rail sniffers, waiting patiently for Brutus to come to his own conclusion. Or for his brain to catch up. 


"Maybe," Brutus finally, lushly mused. He fingered his wobbly, bullfrogish chin, eyeing Slash appraisingly. "Blue 
eyes? Big, shit-eatin’ grin?" 


"Yeah, that's him." 


"Couple hours ago, yeah. He was interested. Told him I'd trade him a gram if he blew me since he didn't have 


the cash. Shot me down. Shame, really.” 


A violent snort of amusement rattled Slash's sinuses. Despite the disappointing status update, he giddily filed 
that info in the Hassle at Later Dates Folder. 


“Alright, man." 
Slash offered a hand, which was dwarfed in a baby pudge fist so strong it was like shaking hands with the Hulk. 
" Thanks! His sentiment squeaked. 


Shaking feeling back into his fingers, Slash snuck a sip of vodka and spun on his heels. He ventured one step, 
then stiffened at a sudden tap on his shoulder. 


Residual nerves from the Strip gauntlet raised his hackles. A tap on the shoulder in the men's room, indeed 


any bathroom, wasn't usually a good thing. 


Slash turned, muscles rigid, ready for rapid response. He eyeballed Brutus, the liquor still cool on his tongue. 
"Sup?" 


"You're cute, you know." 

Slash gawped, then caught himself. 

"Wh- What?" 

He almost laughed. 

Brutus grinned. He turned on a charming air for what he considered Slash's immediate engrossment, taking 
Slash's half-smirk to be flirtatious. He raised his arms, giving what could only be described as a full-body flex 


that was completely invisible through his boxy white blazer. "You interested?" 


Slash's couldn't restrain a burst of chuckles. The night's bounty of beer was emerging, steadily obliterating his 
shyness. 


"Uhh." He made no effort to hide his unflattering disinterest, eyeing Brutus’ sweaty dome. "Nah, mon. | ain't 
into baldies." 


"Oh" Brutus’ expression promptly closed. His arms crossed, his lilac face deepening to indigo. His former 


geniality went huffy, "Alright, then. Hope you find your friend, ass--" 


"Me, too," Slash jovially interjected, like he hadn't just dropped a bomb on Brutus’ ego and cut off his insult. 


"Lemme know if you see him!" 
He moved to sway towards the door but spun back, practically pirouetting to the single lone urinal. 
"Fuck, forgot! | gotta pee." 


Ordinarily, two people engaging in oral sex feet away from where Slash was relieving himself would result in 
automatic relocation. But, given the ballooning of his bladder and the fact that there were no empty stalls and 
only one fucking working urinal, he settled for unearthing his dick and exposing all of his strappy, transparent 


underrigging to the world. Well, to the guys beside him, mostly. 


Slash was unblinking for this task. Just like any other time, the usual bathroom etiquette applied: Eyes forward, 
get in, get out. 


Gaze dutifully on the rocks glass atop the urinal, he was in no way unaware of the waist-level eyes glued to 
his crotch. His peripheral saw the bobbing head stop, a stroking hand taking its place. The leering eyes locked. 


The swollen, well-worked lips smiled, licked with supremely pervy interest. 

Jesus. 

The water stains on the ceiling panels received a mortal death glare. 

Slash kept a steady stream, briefly considering an "accidental" fire hosing. He thought he probably should've, 
considering the guy watched him piss the entire goddamn time, probably a good thirty seconds straight with all 
the beers he'd had at home. But knowing his luck the creep would consider it a fuckin’ delight, not a damn 
insult. 

Unfortunately, Slash was quickly warming up to the idea and realizing that he was most likely going to be stuck 
at the bar for a while. He couldn't say it out loud, but in the faintest, softest whispers of his mind, his 


intuition snickered, "Stevie’s gone, asshole. Youre screwed! 


Best not to make enemies (or those kinds of "friends") in a place you're fucking stranded, he figured. Plus he 
felt much safer inside The Pearl than he had outside, even if he was out of place. 


So, no. No fire hosing that night. Only controlled vexation when the troll-faced middle-aged guy on his knees 
winked upon Slash hastily shoving his dick back in his panties, oozing, "Hot cock, dollface. You wanna be next?" 


A heavy hand swooped up the vodka, and Slash gulped half a shots equivalent. He shook his head vigorously, 


his face pinched in repulsion 


"Absolutely fuckin’ not" He dropped the words like bricks, wagging a drunk, reprimanding finger above the guy's 


knobbly squash face. A hand met Slash's hip and Ruby Honeywell commandeered the reins, drowning his retort 
in scathing sass, "All you old, ugly fuckers.. Goddamn it, | have much more discerning taste than that! If I'm 
gonna pick someone up, I'ma get ‘em at the bar, not in the fuckin’ toilets. The fuck is wrong with you? Gimme a 


fuckin’ break, man" 

Slash's dramatic exit was to spin so fast the pleats of his dress sliced through the air, possibly giving BJ Guy 
a parting view of his might-as-well-be-bare ass. His hair bounced with his every sure-footed stomp, a 
relaxed, victorious mien enshrouding him as he sauntered confidently towards the door. 

When he reached the exit, someone behind him, Brutus, he thought, crowed, "Hal Big time burn, Roy!" 

An indignant sputter blustered. Several feet away, Slash made out a faint, flustered, "Shut the hell up, Dan!" 
His hips swished in their cocky strut. His hand fluffed his hair smugly. 

Upon Slash's return to the bar, he saw that someone had occupied the stool to his left. Only caring about 
getting absolutely obliterated by closing time, he ambled up and eased himself back on his rightful seat, 


grateful that he managed to catch Armando's eye and signal for another pitcher. 


He fell prone to suggestion, lighting up a cigarette after seeing the one dangling from his neighbor's long, thin 
fingers, the nails sporting worn black polish. 


Shit, he needed one after having some weirdo's face inches away from his piss stream. The way his night was 


going, that was just one more fucked up experience to toss on the heap. 


Smoke hardly smoked, Armando magically conjured a fresh pitcher in Slash's blurring vision, then turned to 
speak to the new guy beside him, answering the pestering pokes of his arm with an exasperated sigh. 


"C'mon, ‘Mando, you know l'm good for it," the guy said in a playful, appealing tone. He leaned his elbows on the 
bar, hooking his feet around the wooden legs of the stool and dragging it beneath him so it screeched like 
earsplitting mic feedback. "Its me, your pal, El Arbol Blanco!" 


Slash guffawed into his freshly poured mug, sloshing beer over himself. He quickly scrambled for napkins, 
dabbing at his made-up chest. 


"We get paid on Monday, man, I'll get you back" The guy seemed completely unaware of Slash's continued 
giggles, lugging the stool ever closer and balancing on its two front legs. 


Slash glanced sideways after he got a hold of himself and guzzled, briefly studying the ass clothed in a pair of 


pants comprised of repeated columns of vertical grey and black stripes. 


He simpered amusedly into his glass. He'd seen some funky things that night, but those pants were funkay. 


"Two days, bro. Two days." 
Slash returned his attention forward, swapping his beer for his cigarette. 


"I got it, just front me a little, huh? My landlord fucked me, my friend ditched me, and it's my one night out. 


C'mon, ‘Mando, be a bro." 


"Dios mio, Miguel.” Armando rolled his eyes, not looking entirely pissed off. 


Five bucks," the guy insisted, offering a hand. "Five bucks. Two days. That's it. A little somethin’ for the road 


for me. Just a couple more drinks. Whaddya say?" 


Armando appeared amused, yet murderous. Hesitantly, he shook that outstretched hand, giving it a hell of a 
squeeze if The Guy's yelp had anything to say about it. 


"Geez!" The Guy retracted and cradled his wounded fingers, glaring daggers toward the bartender. "Ill 
remember that next rush when you need help with the grill, asshole. Shit!" 


"Pobrecito," Armando pouted, gently patting The Guy's shoulder. Slash detected just a hint of sarcasm in the 


gesture. "You know, | coddle you too much, Michael." 

"Nah. No such thing," The Guy quipped, swaying a happy dance on his seat while Armando set him up. He gave 
a sudden, derisive snort, sitting his skinny ass down so heavily the stool yet again screeched. He sighed, moving 
to light a new cigarette with the nub of the old one. "At least someone's coddlin' me. Some days I'm so fuckin’ 


hungry | think I'll raid this place and eat all the little flavored lube packets, now that | know they're here.” 


"Stay away from the cinnamon" Armando went the extra step to pour the beer before handing it off. His tone 
was so forthright that Slash took the gesture as one of visceral empathy. 


Holy shit. Was that a joke or are they being serious? 


"l'm partial to the strawberry and pina colada. If you can find it, there's a cotton candy one that's not bad, 
either." 


"Well, that's one problem solved" The Guy blew a wet, forlorn raspberry. He jabbed a thumb to the far side of 


the bar, drawing Armando's attention to a woman waving her arms off. "You're wanted, man" 


True to his hustle, Armando was gone, leaving Slash with his empty vodka glass extended, his mouth ajar in a 


request unmade. 
The glass slowly descended to the bar top, clinking dejectedly. 


"Well" Slash glowered. "Fuck." 


‘Oh, shit!" The Guy's eyes widened with his remorseful outburst, a hand shielding his mouth. "I'm sorry--l 


didn't see yal I'll get him back as soon as | can" 


Slash retrieved his beer as a consolation prize. He shook his head easily, waving a forgiving hand. "S'alright, 


man. 


The Guy knit his brows at the sound of Slash's normal voice. His gaze roamed the side of Slash's face, focusing 
on the sheen of creamy-silver eye shadow shimmering in the darkness, on the scarlet plumpness of Slash's 


lips, and the selection of superb curls that, for the moment, guarded his eyes. 


The Guy's expression rapid cycled, first perplexed, then curious, then comprehensive. He wordlessly beheld 
Slash's polka dots and the cherry beret, then gave a swift smile that went unnoticed. 


ll be here a while, anyway," Slash comfortably continued, stealing a sip. "So, you know, fuck it." 


He spun to face the dude, stricken with a need for alcohol-driven social interaction since he had copious time 


to kill. 


"So, uh. If you don't mind, you know... If it's not too rude." Slash raised his mug cheerfully, carrying on very 
conversationally, "E/ Arbol Blanco! Interesting moniker. May | ask?" 


He turned on Ruby's charm for the potentially offensive question He smiled genuinely, giving a coquettish tilt 
of his head and sitting with relaxed, mingled femininity upon his seat. 


"Oh!" The Guy laughed out loud, not at all insulted. 


He pivoted towards Slash, revealing himself to be around the same age with a long, pale face, high cheekbones 
dusted with glitter, and thickly lined eyes that never seemed to stay the same color, glossy and twinkling with 
fragments of light reflected from his sparkly cheeks. His hair was a strange mixture of short, shaggy, and 
fluffy, mostly blonde but consisting of a hellaciously blotchy dye job, the light golden expanse littered with a 
haphazard pattern of dark brunette chunks. 


It reminded Slash of a leopard 

He always wanted to pet a leopard. 

Best not to ask 

"Yep. I'm the tallest, palest person at work And I'd much rather árbol than pendejo." The Guy chortled good- 


naturedly, spewing small puffs of smoke. "Nah, its cool. We get along and the guys mean well by it, so | don't 


mind. Been called worse." 


"Shit, dude, tell me about it" Slash's groan reverberated in the mug. He flicked his ash with an air of bitter 
disgust, scarlet lips snarled irritably. "Before | came in some dude called me a darkie. Like, if you're gonna be a 
fuckin’ racist twat, have the balls to go whole hog, am | right?" 


"Seriously?" The guy's chin lowered, his brows jumping in equally irked disbelief. His glimmering eyes caught 
Slash's attention, and for a moment he could make out some green in those irises. Maybe even a golden hazel. 


"What an asshole. I'm sorry, man. Uh..can | call you ‘man?"" 
He gestured to Ruby's finery. 


"Yeah. ‘Man,’ ‘dude,’ whatever, is fine." Slash looked himself over, stroking the beer-damp pleats. "This isn't my 
everyday. Actually, it's my never." 


He found himself mildly flustered, considering his surroundings. "| mean, that isn't to say that | don't belong 
here cos | haven't, you know.. Had an experience or whatever. But my buddy thought he'd be funny, duck in 
here ‘cause it's Ladies‘ Night or whatever. he'll hit on any chick with a pulse; that kinda guy, you know? But his 
ID passed and mine didn't, so | went home, had a few beers, and developed this crack pot plan. | got dressed to 


the nines, now here | am. " 


Slash swished a hand from head to toe, gaze downcast so he was unaware of the eyes regarding him from the 


ground up. 


The Guy returned very quick eye contact when Slash went on, "I was gonna fuck with him; try to flirt with 
him then pull the rug out from under him, ‘Ha, hal It's me, fuckface! But apparently he's fuckin’ gone." 


"Nah, | hear ya. Similar here." The Guy amiably nodded. Apparently Slash being completely decked out in drag 
didn't phase him a bit. "| got drug here by my friend. ‘Be my wingman tonight, dude! I'll buy ya beers all night 
long!" The Guy scoffed and rolled his eyes. "Was here all of thirty minutes and she didn't need a fuckin’ 
wingman. See?" 

He pointed over Slash's shoulder, who automatically spun on his bar stool. 


"Big butch with the pretty face eatin’ the mouth off the hot blonde in the corner? That's her." 


"Aw, man" Slash grimaced, more out of envy than sympathy when he caught a glimpse of the blonde and her 


massive tits. Tits which he remembered perfectly from his numerous searches. "That sucks." 


"Yeah. Fuckin’ thanks for ditchin' me, right? They've been that way for over three fuckin’ hours. Do girls get 
blue balls? Like, get a fuckin’ room already! And | had to buy my own damn beer!" 


"Well." Slash topped off The Guy's, then his own mug with his personal pitcher. He chimed a goofy, "There ya 
go. Merry fuckin’ Christmas!" 


"Ha, hal Thanks!" The Guy raised his replenished beer. "Christmas in August! Cheers!" 
The two clinked glasses, downing three quarters in one go. 


The Guy belched quietly, ruffling his fingers through his poofy leopard hair. "And | should've known it was a 
gay bar ‘cause she was all, ‘Dude, Mike--' | fuckin’ hate bein’ called Mike, but she won't stop. Anyway, she was 
all, ‘Mikey! We're goin’ to the bar tonight! Wait, man, you don't look the part, come here! And she started 
puttin’ all this shit on my face." 


At this he gave Slash the most grievous of looks, ghoulish and scathingly sarcastic. 


"| was like, ‘Are you fuckin’ serious? The eyeliner, definitely. The lipstick? If l'm feelin’ it. But the rest of it? 
Nah. As it is, | go outside looking like | normally do, you know, eyeliner and shit if I'm feelin fancy. And | can't 
even walk down the block to buy smokes without gettin’ called a short-haired faggot" 


A frustrated, even melancholic huff surged from The Guy's chest. He entwined his long fingers, giving the 
mirrored shelves behind the bar a disparaged look. 


"Shit, man, like, | thought LA. would be more progressive than it is." His eyes drifted to his fidgeting thumbs. 
"Kind of a shitty culture shock | wasn't expecting.” 


Slash allowed his eyes to explore The Guy in a curious, unobtrusive study. Indeed he saw the eyes as vividly 
lined as his, a similar red on The Guy's lips, more of a holly than a cherry, so to Slash it looked pinker than his 
own shade when the light hit it right. His eyes wandered down the long neck to the raggedy, faded bandanna 
that had once been blue, tied loosely around The Guy's throat, down ever further to a New York Dolls t-shirt, 
just as tattered, beat up, and greying as the neckerchief, then finally to the belt looping The Guy's waist, a 
wide, studded strap that seemed to be the only article in decent condition. Can't forget those black and grey 
striped pants, either. Yowzal 


At least the worn out cowboy boots were an everyday sight. 


The Guy's style baffled and intrigued Slash. It was familiar, like he'd seen it somewhere before, but he couldn't 
put a damn finger on it. Sure, lots of people wore the same things, but certainly not in the fashion The Guy 
did; No shit, he was having trouble fitting in! No one, and Slash was pretty positive that no one dressed similar. 


Well, there was that one thin, black-haired dude that came into the shop to inquire about the Aerosmith 
drawing Slash had made for his buddy, Marc. That guy had dressed somewhat like this Guy, but even then the 


comparisons were a long shot. 


No piercings--not even ears. No tattoos. Short hair. What looked like a friendship bracelet of yellow twine 
alongside two thin, off-silver hoops dangled around one skinny wrist, and on the other a wide, well-loved braided 


black leather bracelet. 


Everything about this dude was slightly tweaked. He wasn't a hard rocker or a glam weirdo. He wasn't some 
yuppie douche from the Valley. Everything about him, from his clothes to his hair to his voice screamed his 
jarring difference in a city rampant with fluctuating inhabitants. 


"Where you from, man?" Slash hoped he hadn't been staring too long. His eyes had floated up from the 
bracelet to admire all the little sparkles dancing in The Guy's eyes, and just kinda.stayed there. 


He blinked repeatedly, calling his drunk self back to reality. 


"Seattle," The Guy informed, his entire being radiating pride. "I just got down here about a month or two ago. 
Kinda hard to remember ‘cause I've been bustin’ my ass to get established. But, you know, back home, the 
scene is totally different from this one. There's no fuckin’ homophobia, racism, sexism, all that awful bullshit. 
Come as you are, ya know? It's just a bunch of people gettin’ together in a tiny fuckin’ basement, or lyin’ about 
why we're rentin out the VFW hall. We're just all playin’ music, moshin’ ‘til we're pulp, drinkin’, and havin’ a 


great time. S'what punk rock's about, man, and down here, it--" 


"A blonde-ish Johnny Thunders. That's it!" Slash clapped his hand on the counter, beaming and bouncing on his 
seat. "That's who you remind me of!" 


"I fuckin’ Jove Johnny Thun--" The Guy's hands flew excitedly through the air, his face so thrilled it glowed. 


"Holy shit! You're only, like, the second person to get it since I've been here!" 
"The shirt!" Slash cackled like a maniac, feeling extremely superior in his intoxicated mental prowess. "It got me, 


man, like," he paused to receive a blistering high-five, repeatedly patting a giddy hand on The Guy's bony 
shoulder, "the hair, the whole get up, and the little neckerchief. The nails. Johny Thunders" 


"Yeah! Yes!" Full to bursting with glee, The Guy happily poured the last of his pitcher between the two of 


them. "Ah, dude, it's fuckin’ nice to meet someone who gets it! Toast me again, new friend." 


Slash did just that, clinking glasses then gulping down the entirety. He was even so friendly as to refill both of 
their mugs, waving a hand to Armando, who nodded, gesturing he'd be with him in a second. 


Excitedly, Slash pat The Guy's forearm, listing a fraction closer on his seat. "| have two questions. Real quick, if 


| may, Mr. Thunders.” 
The Guy rolled an encouraging hand, the glossy black polish flashing. "You may." 


‘Number One." Slash raised an index finger, smiling into those sparkly eyes that smiled back. "You don't like 


Mike or Mikey, so.Michael? Or you like to go by somethin else? What can | call ya?" 


"Duff" The Guy..uh..Dutf grinned, extending a formal hand. "I don't mind Michael, but no one calls me Michael, 
anymore, really. Just Duff. And you?" 


"Saul." Slash's excess of bangles jingled as the hand warmly, charismatically shook his. 


Most people called him Slash, of course, but seeing as he was trying to make a name and a band for himself, 


he figured better safe than sorry. 
Slash shed his jacket and draped it over the bar, narrowly missing the empty pitcher. He grumbled, "Sorry. 
Fuckin’ hot in that thing," and wiggled his limbs in new found freedom, drunk and gracious for the air 


conditioning. 


"Um. So.." Slash's smirk was more nervous than he cared to admit. "Can | ask you that second question? And 


admit | have a third?" 


Duff's eyes bounced up with remarkable reaction time, probably from somewhere around the red leather belt. 


"Totally. Go for it! 

"What if they have bullet points?" 

"Ive got all night" Duff tipped his beer Slash's way, utterly amiable. "Shoot 

"Cool. So.. Okay." Slash's rolled his shoulders, drawing a bolstering breath. "Just for shits and giggles.. D'ya mind 
if |, like, pull out this fuckin’ persona? Just for a minute? ‘Cause, like.. Yeah. While | got catcalled and shit, she 


hasn't really gotten a fair go, so | was thinkin.” 


Slash held Duff's gaze for several seconds, giving him a suspicious, narrow-eyed look playful enough that Duff 


returned his own in the form of a silly, mock-suspicious glare. 


"Yeah. Alright" Slash nodded, pursed lips stretching to a grin. "You look you'll give me an honest opinion. So, do 
you mind if |--" 


"By all means, man." 
"You sure? | mean.. If it's too weird, then--" 


"Dude." Duff raised a calming hand, giving Slash a tipsy, though sagely pat on his bare bicep. "Totally cool. Like, | 


like acting. Roleplay? Whatever you wanna call it. Men in makeup don't scare me. Men in dresses don't scare 


me. 
Duff's eyes dipped down, then quickly returned. A cheeky smirk curled his mouth. 


"Dudes who can pull off women's lingerie certainly don't scare me, either. Plus.. | like polka dots. Like, I'm bonkers 


for the dots. Can | call ya Dots? | wanna call ya Dots." 


The Guy was fuckin’ serious about it, eye contact dead on with a delightful smile on his holly red lips. His 


speech sped the more he talked, clearly enamored and joyful about such a simple monochromatic pattern..or 


because his compliment paid off. 


Slash had listed nearer despite the "Dots" comment. He allowed himself to be seen admiring the glittery 
expanses of Duff's features, letting himself swim in the galaxy of stars dancing in those golden-green irises. 


"You can call me Dots if | can call you Sparkles." How the hell he managed to say it without sounding childish 
and condescending, Slash will never know. Possibly because it was spoken with a sense of cordial wonder while 
he was far away, floating through inebriated time and space. "You hate it, but | like it. The glitter, | mean. Your 
eyes are just really fuckin'.sparkly. Spurdy." 


He let himself ogle for a second more, remembered that he was engaged in social interaction, then absently, 


amusedly muttered, "Sparkles. Or Sparky." 
"You got yourself a deal, Dottie” Duff took Slash's hand for a second, noticeably longer shake. Slash, finally 


tuned in, was bolstered at the masculine bravado in their grip. "Now, let's see your ‘crack pot idea’ come to 


life." 


A genuine giggle slipped out of Slash. He gave Duff's arm a punch, probably harder than he normally would 


have. But since there was an unspoken wager on the line he wasn't about to prove himself a pussy. 


Seated tall and proud Slash gave his hair a casual, though coy fluff. He poised himself, head high, tits out, wiles 
ready at his whim. 


"This... he began, dramatic and theatrical. 

His heart raced beneath the two fingers that leisurely slid from the hollow of his throat to the center of his 
chest, following the silver tassel with a silken touch until his fingertips disappeared between the tube sock tits. 
They began to trail slowly, up and down, up and down, ensnaring and holding Duff's attention. 


"Is Ruby. Ruby Honeywell" 


Slash purred the words in Ruby's sensuous tone, every ounce of his conjured womanhood pouring into his 


refined, effortlessly flirty posture, minxy manners, and velvety voice. 
Ruby was just another cool chick you'd come across anywhere. A sense of style and fun flair who'd love 
nothing more than to befriend you, drink you under the table, tempt and tease you with those bewitching 


bedroom eyes. 


Ruby Honeywell was gorgeous, yet understated. Approachable, yet mysterious. Luxurious, but attainable. If she 
liked you, that is. 


"That's what | named this..character, basically." Slash was aware of the subtle pout of his lips, the beguiling 


mystery he could sense exuding from his gaze. 
His heavy lashes fluttered with a favored scan of the slender man beside him. 


Slash twirled a curl from his temple, smiling Ruby's sweetest, most innocently seductive smile. "Honesty, l'm 
sad she ain't gonna be put to proper use tonight. This shit was a lot of fuckin’ work! Over two fuckin’ hours 


bustin’ my ass to prepare." 

And my mom, too, he thought. 

But he wasn't gonna confess that part. Especially not to a guy he was interested in 
Maybe it was the leopard hair. Who knows? 


"All dressed up," Slash sighed wearily, peering up at Duff with big, chocolate brown eyes, stunningly vivid in 
their shimmering cream shadow and bold blue-black pencil, "and no where to go but home. Empty-handed" 


Duff smiled, setting alight the twinkles mirrored in his eyes. The cheeks beneath the glitter flushed dark blue 
in the light. This time when he looked Slash over it was with a much more intrigued eye, approving, attentive, 


which didn't go unnoticed. 


Slash's knee bumped Duff's, but since he was busy plucking a cigarette (and playing down his sudden, giddy 
thrill at that obvious bit of checking out) he didn’t notice Duff's gaze lingering indulgently on the tease of black 
stocking band and summer bronzed thigh peeking beneath the polka dotted pleats. 


When Slash returned his attention, it was meet to a controlled, politely interested expression. 


| even had this whole backstory to her," Ruby sighed with purposefully luscious embellishment, pursing her 
lips firmly around the cigarette filter. 


The gold-green eyes glued dreamily to Slash's mouth. Duff's bottom lip briefly snagged in his teeth. 


"Like, despite bein’ yelled at on the street and shit, I've had fun with her," Slash continued, warm and honeyed, 
the natural softness of Ruby's tone causing Duff to lean closer, so Slash could count every speck of glitter if 
he weren't so drunk. "It's just fuckin’ sad to me, you know? Like, does it work? Does the whole thing, the 
whole," a hand windmilled around his torso; Duff's body jolted as if Slash had commanded his attention from 


elsewhere, "the voice, the face, the outfit. Do |, you know, pass?" 


"D'ya pass?" Duff gave a disbelieving chuckle. That hint of dark blue lightened, but didn't fully vanish. "Are you 
fuckin' kiddin’ me? At first glance, fuckin’ bombshell, man. Earlier, | didn't know until you spoke! Caught me off- 
guard; | was like, ‘Oh, shit! Then | looked for a second, like, ‘Okay, Adam's apple’ Gotcha And, uh." he reached 


over, gliding his fingertips over the back of Slash's hand in a gentle circle, "them big ass catcher's mitts, man" 


They rang with hearty laughter, Slash happily fluffing his already-massive hair. 


Neither were sure how long the two pitchers and two single shots of a clear spirit had been waiting between 
them, but Duff quickly set them up. He then took the moment to demonstrate a masterful display of Liquid 
Courage, slamming his mug and accepting a cigarette lit from the lips of Ruby Honeywell herself, who cursed 


the shadow that blocked her view of his crotch. 

"Thank you." The smoke wobbled between Duff's holly-colored lips, upturned in a silent, sympathetically amused 
snicker at Slash's misfortune. "But, like, concernir: the whole persona-outfit-thing.. It's fuckin’ great. You fooled 
me, man. You sat down and | thought, ‘Wow. Really pretty chick’ But you're a cool dude. Easy to talk to. Fuckin’ 
killer outfit. You know the Dolls and, like, | love the beret, man. Total Prince vibe. | fuckin’ dig it. | love Prince, 
and that--" 

Duff gave distinctly tipsy jab towards the beret, grin stretching, glitter twinkling. He gave Slash another all- 
over, slower this time, drunker and less self-conscious. He wasn't too quick to relinquish his study of Slash's 
exposed thigh, either. 

"llike that," Duff finished simply, eyes returned. 


Slash scanned the blushing, charming Seattleite from ruffled hair to battered boots, undoubtedly emboldened 
by his captivation 


"Is not raspberry," corrected Slash, impish and haughty. He pat the beret affectionately, as if it were a 
beloved dog. "It's cherry" 


Folded hands in his lap, temptation in his eyes, Slash drifted daringly towards Duff, emphasizing the voluptuous 


movements of his scarlet mouth, "Cherry red." 


The words lingered openly, a reverberating provocation between two posturing men. 


The absence of Ruby's voice had no effect on the Leopard Punk. As Slash had hoped, Duff rose to the 


challenge, upping the ante by leaning ever so slightly forward, succeeding in coaxing Slash nearer. 
Duff licked his smiling lips with conscious enjoyment. He repeated in sensual, unhurried relish, "Cherry red" 
The words rolled around Duff's tongue, luscious and alluring. It sent a chill rocketing up Slash's spine. 


Or maybe that was just the look Duff was giving Slash, who had leaned forward and rested his palms gingerly 
on those black and grey striped knees, carefully closing the distance. 


It appeared as if Duff were equally bewitched, every bit as resolute. 


He inched closer. Closer. So fucking close Slash could feel and smell the heat of his beer breath. For some 


reason he also smelled like french fries and seared meat. 
Slash cold shouldered his nagging stomach, tuning in to the anticipation stirring below his waist. 


Suddenly, he realized Duff's mouth was millimeters from his. As Duff's mouth parted, so did Slash's, excited, 


expectant. 
Duff's inhale cooled Slash's waiting lips. 

"Such." 

The brisk breath turned feverish, Duff's devilish grin all but tasted 

“erotic.” 

Duff's intonation was warm, sensual velvet; a fully-indulged French kiss without a shred of oral contact 


"connotations." 


Slash's heart flat-out palpitated. He felt like he'd been tossed overboard, set adrift into a writhing sea of 
uncharted thrill 


He wrenched a lustful moan into a half-assed fit of chuckles. He shot upright, mindful to maintain leg contact 


while he crossed his arms and glared Duff down, glowering begrudging admiration. 
Slash glowed a marvelous shade of enraptured red. "You're good at this." 
He dick was just as impressed. Thank god for the purse! 


But holy fuck, maybe he shouldn't have left his thigh helplessly stranded between Duff's. The sheer amount of 
heat radiating from the guy's crotch was practically roasting Slash's knee. Hell, Duff probably felt likewise, 


seeing as his leg was longer and his kneecap might as well have been snuggling Slash's insta-boner. 


Looking at the proud, flirtatious visage hovering at a respectful distance, Slash was pretty sure he knew, but 
he had to make sure. Dudes were usually good about being straightforward, but the goddamn dress made him 


wary. 


"You're totally sure you're not put off that I'm a dude?" Stop thinking about crotch heat. Stop thinking about 
crotch heat! "Like, yeah, there's ‘Ruby. But, you know..Saul." 


"Why'd | be put off?" Duff made a goofy face, arming himself, then Slash with the mystery shot. "You said 
you've had ‘experiences.’ Well, shit, so have |. And you said yourself this is a one-time thing. You're sad she 
won't get any use, so why not? | mean.. Okay." 


Duff's shot circled between them like a Ferris wheel. He grimaced, gathering his thoughts. 

"Alright. So, are we doin’ this?" 

Duff's explicit eyefuck spoke for itself, but the shot ferried between their chests for good measure. 

"The fuck d'ya take me for, Sparkles? A tease?" Slash's hands twisted through the air, beginning with upended 
palms and finishing with hands on hips. At least he thought enough to place the shot back on the counter. "Hell 
yes!" 

"Ya sure? Ya down?" 


"Goddamn right I'm down!" 


"Cool! So, ya know, fuckin’ Saul, fuckin Ruby, Dottie, whatever. Fuckin’ just.let it fly, man. | mean, is she, like, 


another personality, or are you just havin' fun since your buddy abandoned you?" 


"What? No, I'm not a fuckin’ looney." Slash gently shoved Duff in the chest, both of them giggling as Duff's 
long, slender body swayed like a shitfaced, inflatable weeble wobble. 


"Well, shit, man," Duff whirled dizzily through his chuckles, holding the side of his leopard head. "You put in all 
the work! Said what, two hours?" 


"Yes" Slash's groan was pure agony. "And the hair, and the plucking, and the clothes." 
'So..see. Ruby, Saul. Who gives a shit? I'm into you. Just be yourself in the moment. Enjoy it" Duff spared 
another lingering, even hungry, look at the fishnets. "Specially with those stockings. Those're a bitch to put on. 


Done it for gigs before." 


That had been Slash's third question--Ask about Duff's musical portfolio--but he was way, way more 
distracted, 


"Did you shave? Because | shaved" 


Polka dot pleats were cast away, crumpled upward to reveal the bare caramel expanses of Slash's upper 


thighs. He ran his palms along them, beaming to himself with accomplishment. 
"Was a fuckin’ nightmare. Took me, like, an entire pack of razors, but | can't stop rubbing my legs together." 
He did just that, the sound of his swishing thighs nonexistent through poppy synth. He adopted a steady, 


metronomic pace, shoulders shifting to and fro in a relaxed, pleasurable dance. He was at that wonderful stage 


of intoxication where every texture was exquisite, every feeling intensified, his crippling shyness finally gone. 


"It feels so weird. It feels so good!" Slash's painted face illuminated, his dark, brilliant eyes twinkling mirthfully. 
He waved Duff closer and draped his fishnetted arm around his neck, giggling as he put his lips near Duff's ear 
and divulged his "whispered" secret with utmost delight, "I feel like a sexy cricket!" 


Both throats erupted with hysterical, weepy-eyed laughter. The two lurched wildly in their seats, braying their 


deafening amusement to the puzzle-faced patrons. 


Slash guffawed so hard he nearly toppled backwards from the stool. He would've made a fine midnight show, 
landing straight on his neck with his sheer panties exposed to the world if it hadn't been for Duff snatching his 
forearms at the very last second, tugging so fast Slash slingshotted face-first into Duff's chest. 


With a little help Slash clamored his way from Duff's chuckling torso, emphatically declaring, "I'm fine! I'm good! 
Salright!" gratefully patting said skinny chest. He allowed Duff to help him back to his seat, even fix his askew 
beret and relocate the purse to his lap. "It didn't hurt!" 


Actually, his nose stung, but he was incapable of coddling anything but his aching abdomen, snorting, wheezing, 


and hacking with well-earned smoker's cough, all over goddamn cricket legs. 


He took several deep breaths and rubbed his stomach, still joyful as he admitted, "Dude, like, | understand now. 
| totally get why my girlfriends are always like, ‘Feel! And ya know what?" 


A combat boot slammed atop the bar. Slash splayed an enticing hand beneath his offered thigh, like a corrupt 


The Price is Right model showing off a suitcase full of cocaine, hardcore porn, and unmarked bills. 


Hands on the edge of his seat, shoulders back, Slash brandished his fake tits as if they were real, perky, and 


eager for attention. He passionately invited, "Feel" 


The two were seated so near Duff need only raise his hand from his own leg to glide it across Slash's exposed 


upper, inner thigh. 


Slow and steady the caress moved. The warm hand, so much larger than what Slash was accustomed, swept 


delicately, savoringly over the silky caramel skin. 


"Damn, that's smooth." Duff's face assumed its pleased, glittery, dark blue. "The first time | tried, my legs 


came out like fuckin’..mangy..cactuses. That's fuckin..." 


Duff's attention overrode his speech faculties. He fell distractedly silent, luxuriating in watching, ogling, 
emboldening his glides. Each succession crept higher and higher, topping out a solid two inches from Slash's lap. 


This time Slash's view of Duff's crotch was obstacle-free, granting him a generous eyeful of the hardening 
dick outlined in several of those grey and black stripes. 


Lip bitten, Slash moaned quietly, grinning conspiratorially to himself. He scooted at just the right moment, so 
Duff's soft, indulgent strokes slid beneath what little protection the dress still offered. 


Duff's hushed, ecstatic, "Oh!" hardly made it though his electrified grin. He didn't hit full paydirt, but did get a 
firm touch of the thin hem of the underwear, as well as the faintest, most teasing brush of Slash's dick 
bulging against the material. 


This time when Duffs hand pulled back, the light, sensuous caress changed to a firm, appreciative grope, one 
that ran the full, delectable length of Slash's netted thigh. 


Slash beamed as he saw Duff's cock surpass another stripe. He congratulated himself, polishing off the last of 
his beer when a warm body filled the space between his spread thighs. 


Aroused instinct took over. His legs moved to wrap around the encroaching heat. His hands settled on Duff's 
hips, guiding him, nearly embracing him. Slash raised his face, granting his ear as Duff leaned down to breathe 
into his curls, "And just when | thought you couldn't get any sexier.. See-through panties.” 


Fucked up glee flooded Slash from boots to beret. 


Duff dotted a series of three small kisses on Slash's expectant, offered neck, each of them dainty and enticing, 
so soft Slash gasped and visibly quivered. His nails bit into the worn grey and black fabric on Duff's hips. 


A hand glided the length of Slash's naked thigh, disappearing up the skirt. Slash's legs twitched apart, opening to 


accept and encourage the eager palm that began rubbing his cock 


Brain a horny whirl, his head whipped to snag the lips dragging wetly across his jaw. He seized them, moaning 


feral rapture into Duffs smothered words: "Fuckin hot" 


The essence of hops permeated the mutually greedy kiss. Both moved to touch the other, Slash latching onto 
the back of those wacky pants, Duff dutifully, mercifully reliable in his full-handed caresses, his other hand at 
the small of Slash's back. 


Pinkish holly smeared against cherry red. Lips rough from intoxicated lechery stung in a hungry, sloppy dance, 
repeatedly, gluttonously nipped and tugged and sucked. Tongues teased, prodding gently, curiously at first, 
prancing in a gentle pitter-patter of pussyfooted permission, then diving, plunging into the depths to wrestle 
against its pleasurable foreign counterpart. 


Slash hardly broke for air. He just wanted more. More than the hand working his dick, which threatened to 
burst from its cloth prison at any second. More than the tongue wandering his mouth, slithering up and down 
his so lewdly it made even Slash's perverted self blush. More than the lustful groans the was tasting, the ones 
he was emitting. More than the hot, engorged silhouette being stroked beneath his hand; More than its hidden 
contours and the deep, longing throb that saturated his groin 


Using extreme force of will Slash separated himself with a subdued sucking noise, releasing Duff's lower lip, 
which had been trapped solidly between his. He went back for one, maybe two or three lightning-fast pecks, 


then shook the few curls from his eyes, arms locked around Duff's narrow waist. 


"Jesus Christ." Panting like a cat in heat, Slash stared up at Duff, admiring him with drunken fascination. He was 


so dazed on pheromones all he could produce was, "You're tall." 


"So I've been told" Equally breathless, Duff managed a grin of good humor at what was obviously a constant, 


overrated sentiment. "You're short." 


"l'm not short." Slash crossed his arms, face and tone magisterial despite his horny flush and tented polka dot 
dress. "I'm perfectly average." 


Duff's mouth twitched. His eyes flickered downward with utter interest. "Are you really?" 


Slash's smudged smile flourished, flattered, impish, irresistible. He retrieved the two abandoned shots of 
mystery liquor and extended one, allowing the other to hover tantalizingly before his lips. 


"Wanna find out?" 
"| got a few beers left at home." Duff confidently plucked the shot from Slash's fingers, expression both 
seductive and wolfish. He elevated a bargaining brow, glitter shimmering like distant stars. "Bout half a bottle 


of tequila if you're into that." 


| got Oreos and a joint," Slash added with a smirk, raising his shot. "The fuck are we waitin’ for?" 


Chapter Five: Hot Pussy Pauline 
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"Mando!" Duff wobbled precariously over the bar, flailing like a maniac. Slash's below-the-waist embrace kept 
him half-assed upright, fishnets tight around stripes, fingers strong beneath cheap, studded leather. "Mando! 
Hey!" 


Music blared. Laughter, conversation, and the sharp clinks of tapping glasses melded in a cobbled clamor. A 
nearby dancer slingshot a flimsy bra to a rowdy, deep-pocketed party of three, who roared in delight and 
threw out bids in an effort to bribe her to toss in her thorg, too. 


Armando didn't see or hear shit. 


Dicks deflating, balls blueing, the frisky duo watched as the negligent barmon flirted with an androgynous, 
perfectly tanned piece of ass at the far end of the bar. 


"Mando!" Duff flapped so hard he could've achieved liftoff if not for Slash's bodily anchor. "Yo! Ar-man-do! 
Mando! 


Like a movie scene, Armando's image chuckled inaudibly while the establishment raged around him. He was 


utterly oblivious to his co-worker/friend/screaming idiot, busy giving goo-goo eyes to a.girl, Slash thought. 
He squinted, straining through drunken fog. 


Those were titties, weren't they? They might be titties. They were probably titties ‘couse the person was 


skinny as a rail, and-- 


"Goddamn it, ‘Mando!" Duff huffed so forcefully a damp cardboard coaster loosened from the bartop and 
fluttered to the floor. "All fuckin’ night. The one time--the one time | can't get a hold of him." 


"Dude. Fuck it." Slash swatted a dismissive hand the barman's direction. "He'll be back, so..whatever. Fuckin'.here, 


man. 


Slash lithely unwound himself from Duffs long frame, stretching down the bar to retrieve the nearest penny 


jar, chock full of complimentary lube. He swiftly upended the container between them, sending hundreds of tiny, 
bulging, brightly-colored, plastic packets skittering across the bar. 


"Alright" The anticipation in Slash's painted eyes danced like the glitter highlighting Duff's avid expression. "Let's, 
like, sample while we wait. Keep the festivities goin’, you know? | think | heard something about cotton candy 


earlier." 


From the translucent rainbow of options, Slash plucked forth a pink one, handing it to Duff after a quick, 
confirming glance at the label. 


"Eavesdropper." Duff punctuated his observation with a playful wink. 


He promptly took the plump plastic pack, tore it open, and shot a blob of the rosy goo on his tongue. He gave a 
few slow, studious smacks of his lips, making a thoughtful expression, then extended Slash the last half, placing 
a generous drop in the center of his eagerly offered tongue. Duff discarded the empty parcel with a carefree 

flick, sending it flying over the bar so far it ricocheted off a bottle of bottom-shelf gin 


"An eavesdropper who sounds like he knows what he wants," Duff clarified suavely. 

The pool of candied sweetness was a respite from the bitter hops and nicotine parching Slash's mouth. 
Flattered, he smiled at the mellow coax in Duff's statement, his straightened posture showcasing Ruby's 
enchanting pride with a healthy heaping of Slash's uninhibited libido. 


"You know.. | do." 


Slash's fingers danced above the sea of psychedelic packets, swaying dexterously until he selected another 
sample. He opened it with a precise bite while Duff stared as politely as his arousal allowed, transfixed on the 
red lips snarled around Slash's bared teeth. 


"| do know what | want." 


Slash waved an ensorcelled Duff close, packet of Blue Raspberry at the ready. He made a motion of beckoning 
at Duff's chin, and seconds later his fingers tenderly cradled the Leopard Punk's jaw. 


Ruby's inflection imparted Slash a lush, cushy warmth, "I have a.. A fantasy. A simple one." 


A shadow of a smirk playing about his mouth, Slash squeezed an aquamarine blob on Duff's patient palate. His 
crotch throbbed impatiently at the mental image of that proffered tongue sweeping the underside of his cock, 
the holly-red lips closing around the engorged head and gliding slowly downward. Warm and wet.perhaps even 
fruit-flavored when the time came. 


"Just seeing as this is." a lustful shiver short-circuited Slash's brain, jamming his sentence to a single, 


rambling word, "a-one-night-only-proposition. You know?" 


Hell, just the idea of more porno-level tonsil hockey was enough to make Slash tingle. It didn't help that at 
those words Duff's face graced a smile so sweet and saucy Slash shot a still-absorbed Armando a death glare. 


"Wanna share it with me?" 

Slash's heavy lashes fluttered as his attention returned to the man before him, to the impish eyes, 
shimmering cheekbones, and the excited, expectant grin he held in his fingers. Shit, that crooked front tooth 
was charming. 


"We could give it a shot, ya know." 


Slash let slip a plush, bawdy chuckle, giddy at Duff's enthusiasm, if he was being honest. He released Duff's 
jaw, but not before laying a couple gentle strokes of this thumb beneath Duff's lower lip. 


Slash pursed his mouth with deliberate exaggeration, sucking forth the final jet of blue raspberry with indecent 
relish. His subtle, "Mm," of satisfaction didn't go unnoticed, eliciting an attentive perk in Duff's posture. 


Slash moistened his lips with luscious leisure, squaring his shoulders, tits up and out. His come-hither tone 


oozed false innocence, "It's nothin’ special, really.” 
The spent packet soared into the empty space behind the bar. Slash occupied his vacant grasp with a fresh 
cigarette, rolling it musingly between his fingers. He maintained the silence between he and Duff, letting it 


resonate like a plucked string: thick, enticing, and mutually comfortable. 


He reveled in the thrilled glint filling Duff's gaze as he listed forward, allowing Duff to light his smoke with a 


magically conjured Bic. 


Slash reclined slightly, loose and relaxed. He slowly exhaled, head tilted to allow a long, snaking wisp to grow into 
a massive, looming cloud. His lined eyes locked firmly with Duff's. 


"But if lm gonna get fucked, | wanna get fucked You know?" 


If such a thing is possible, a mischievous, excited shadow illuminated Duff's face. His skin shone a cool cobalt 


blue, setting the gold in his hair a burnished silver, the dark brunette inky black, his holly lips garishly lilac. 
The lavender mouth was absolutely wolfish. "Ass smackin'?" 

Slash's grin twitched. "Yep. Next" 

"Finger lickin'?" 


"Amateur shit. Shock me." 


Duff grimaced, obviously pondering. His eyes sparkled dazzlingly at the challenge. Or perhaps that was the 


glitter lending them extra pizazz. 
"Well, the next natural thing I'd ask would be hair pulling, since not everyone--" 


The rasp that tore from Slash was like he'd been doused with icy water. His eyes bugged. "My hair! Shit, my 


hair!" 


"What?" Duffs two-toned head shook like he'd been sucker punched. He looked Slash over, concerned, unsure, 


and wary. "What-- What's wrong with it?" 


"No, it's nothing, it's nothing, it's not--" Slash patted curiously at the cherry beret. He slipped his fingers 
beneath it, prodding at the strips of metal near his scalp. 


"Its got a shit ton of pins in it" He chuckled at the ridiculousness of this confession, easing as he saw Duff's 
perturbation vanish as quickly as it had surfaced. "All this talk of rough sex 'n shit.the fuck can | do all that 
with, like, thirty pins in my hair?" 


Duff's face slackened to astonishment. His jaw dropped and a disbelieving finger raised, his dark brows knitting. 
"So, that.. That's not a wig?" 


"Oh, hell fuckin’ no," Slash vainly declared, sweeping the beret from its perch. He used his free hand to fluff his 


colossal poof, bowing his head so Duff could see the small glints of metal twinkling amongst the contained curls. 


"This is all me, baby." He moved to locate the first bobby pin of many. "And a lot of teasing, frizz, and hair 
spray 'n shit, too." 


"No shit?" Duff nodded cheerily, or so Slash thought, since he was staring more at the guy's crotch than his 


face. "| had no idea, man! Holy fuck, it's gorgeous.” 


Slash could tell the compliment was genuine. He gave Duff, or rather the hearty half-chub still sported behind 
the grey and black stripes, an appreciative, "Thanks," and a little grin 


Slash prodded the top of his head for several clumsy seconds that seemed like hours. His fingers felt clunky 
and useless attempting to remove the pins that seemed to hurt as much coming out as they did going in. Plus, 


he was drunk from start to finish, so he had no fucking clue how those goddamned demon pins worked. 


He grabbed the end of one. Pulled. Nothing. So he tried the other end Tugged a little harder. Nothing. He moved 
to another, this time putting a considerable amount of ass behind his shoddy removal method, and achieved 
another failure with the added torture of not only ripping out the pin, but also nearly a quarter curls’ worth 
with it. The dislodged pin dangled pitifully as it swung, mocking him centimeters away from his right eye. 


"Ow! The fuck?" The curse hissed beneath Slash's breath, his palms slapping out the pain on the bartop. The 
doomed strands of hair attached to the pin snapped as he snatched it from where it tickled his cheekbone, 
then he sent it soaring to the ether with an indignant, "The hell do these things work?! Mother fucker, that 
hurt." 


A sympathetic chuckle trickled through the smooth, sultry brass of a Motown horn section. Slash had already 


moved to sloppily eliminate another pin when careful fingers wrapped around his own. 


"May |?" Duff's tone and touch were kind as he guided Slash's hands to his rest atop the purse in his lop. 
"Before you destroy the rest of your hair?" 


Slash's head tilted while he considered, though there was nothing to consider, was there? Duff could see; he 
couldn't--it was a no-brainer. Still, he maintained the handhold, surveying the warmth and strength of the long, 
skinny fingers. His interest piqued, wondering if those were guitar calluses he felt beneath his right hand. 


"Yeah. Sure." He gave Duff's hands a small squeeze, grinning. Holy shit; | think those are calluses! "Guess better 


now while we're waitin’ on the fuckin’ tab than later when we're in the thick of things, huh?" 


"I totally agree." Duff rose to the occasion with a glimmer. He kept his position before Slash, simply tilting his 
massive, curly head downwards and getting to business. "I'll try to be, like, super careful, and gentle, and shit. 
Cool?" 


‘lm not crazy-tender-headed, so yeah. It's cool.” 


Slash stayed perfectly still, save for running his hands all over Duff's lower body. To be fair, the shirt, belt, 
and the top of the whacky pants were the only visual entertainment he had, so he made his own by rousing 
Duff's interest enough to watch it again unfurl behind monochrome stripes. 


Slash tuned into the heat of Duff's body, the unhurried moves of fingers in his hair, the sensual, soulful horns 
of Motown, and the slender frame humming their melody. Now and then he'd feel a strong, sharp pull, then a 
pin would free fall into the ashtray visible in his peripheral. The more that stacked, the more Slash relaxed, 
gradually establishing enough trust that he allowed himself to rest his forehead against Duff's chest. With a 


prolonged sigh he closed his eyes, loosed his senses, and let the booze breeze whirl him away. 


Inebriated hypnosis cloaked Slash, heightening the downy sensation of the worn, striped material he stroked 
beneath curious palms. Languorous sweeps of Duff's outer thighs sneakily crept their way inward and upward, 
his hips and ass up for self-indulgent, one-sided exploration. Slash danced his fingertips along the very top edge 
of Duff's pant line, toying as if he were about to gently pluck them open and take a long, hard look at what 
was inside. He certainly considered it, but then, with another discarded pin and a little less scalp pain, he 
steered completely clear of Duff's groin, journeying instead beneath the threadbare Dolls shirt. 


A lusty grunt penetrated the hitherto flawless Motown sway. 


Slash chuckled into the reverberating chest. Smirk firm as the dick he so rudely curbed, he joyfully carried on 
his teasing, flattened palms roaming Duff's torso, focusing on the small of his back then flowing forward to 
caress the smooth expanse of his stomach. Together they glided along the overhang of underfed ribs, 
spreading outwards and back around to repeat it all over, purposefully sedate. 


Duff swayed restlessly, though in perfect time, Slash noted, beneath his touch. Ola's intensive use of bobby 
pins let Slash enjoy an unfair, impromptu game, one that kept Duff thinking that if he moved the right way at 
the right time he might score a merciful brush of his very accessible hard-on. Which he never did. 


Slash, the smug, blissfully drunk asshole, chortled every time. Or was it Ruby doing the laughing? 


A pin dove into the ashtray. Duff shivered as if stricken with a violent case of the chills, but he stood firm as 
he nimbly worked his fingers through the fuckton of hairspray, the only thing that remained of the cherry 
beret and Ruby Honeywell's rockin’ ‘do. Curls bounced everywhere, stiff and crunchy, stubbornly askew in their 
new freedom as Duff gently separated adhered coils. 


"There we go." The poor guy was probably relieved to utter sounds besides restrained moans and sharp, 


suppressed inhales. "I think | got ‘em all, at least." 
He gave a few more diligent plucks, then separated himself a fraction of an inch. 


Slash thoroughly inspected the work, a bit loathe to remove his wandering hands. He poked, prodded, and 
combed through the crispier parts of his hair (ust as plastered as he was) and felt not a single straggling pin 


"Daaaamn'" 


Slash dipped his head, buried his hands and thrashed his fingers, flinging about his freed curls. The majority of 
them sprung back into their original condition, a small fraction, while relieved from their hairspray prison, 
varied between spiraling stiffly above their cohesively teased brethren and remaining a flat, half-glued sheet. 


Nonetheless, he coaxed massive handfuls into big, bombastic poofs even Vidal Sassoon models would envy, 


holding Duff's gaze with Ruby's most vampish countenance. 


"All that pain in the ass work, and not once did you bitch about me teasin’ you." Slash prowled forward, moving 
in a slow, graceful swoop. His fingers interwove with the battered bandanna, and he gingerly led Duff down the 


handful of inches so they were eye to eye, nearly mouth to smiling mouth. "You're such a sweetie." 


| am." Duff wasn't intimidated to close the distance. His sweet, cocky kiss was exquisite on Slash's lips; soft and 
lush, just as arousing as its vulgar counterparts. He pulled lightly away, gifting a beaming Slash another tiny 
twosome of pecks. 


Tantalizing darkness emblazoned Duff's glittery features, as if he were struck with a sudden, deliciously 
obscene thought. He leaned back towards Slash, careful not to displace a single fluffed-out tendril, and 


whispered, "But don't take that rough fuckin’ off the table yet, baby. / can do both" 


He retreated with a sly, reassuring wink, sending a pulsating throb rocketing straight to Slash's crotch. Fuck, if 
he wasn't careful, his dick was gonna flop out of his panties! 


For a second Slash considered just how fuckin’ weird a thought that was. Then remembered that he was horny 
as hell and didn't give a fuck. 


In that epiphanic flash, Slash snatched Duff's belt and yanked him close, trapping him tightly between his 
spread legs. Before he could do anything more than return his hands to the scraggly punker's waist, the guy 
emitted a sound, something stuck between a low, groaning moan, a whine, and a sigh. Slash glanced up, 


understanding the expression clear as day on that thin, shimmering face. 
"I know, | know," Slash pouted with a hint of Ruby's sassy sympathy, red lips on tantalizing display. "Me, too." 


He was unable to restrain a grin as he tickled a smidgen of exposed hip. He circled it for a scheming moment, a 


mere finger's tug away from seeing the best mystery of the night beyond its silhouette. 


Slash drew himself closer, squaring his shoulders for a flimsy veneer of privacy, and slid the fingers of both 


hands beneath Duff's waistband. 


Large, glassy, green eyes sharpened with carnal interest, and a wicked grin flourished as Slash's fingers sank so 


far beneath the elastic he could feel Duffs smooth skin give way to coarse pubic hair. 


Slash would be full of shit if he said he wasn't hoping to find a leopard print rug that matched those 
outlandish curtains. His fingers danced with consideration, rippling beneath the material before he tugged 
slightly downwards, exposing a glimpse of light brunette nestled between prominent, blindingly white hip bones. 


Out of pity and mischief Slash gave Duff's scruffy patch a little scratch, turning his gaze upwards with 


utmost innocence. 


| want to." Voice virginal, eyes ravenous, Slash faintly brushed the base of Duff's dick. The firm, fiery flesh 
twitched beneath his fingertips, the chest before him fluctuating in a torrent of excited breaths purposefully 
kept hushed. Slash effortlessly commanded every scrap of Duff's attention and he knew it, eyefucking the 
gangly punk as if his cock were already crammed down his throat. "But if | do, I'm gonna end up whippin' it out 
and suckin’ you off right here." 


The explosion of heat from Duff's crotch seared Slash's hands. 
"Hey, man, this is your fantasy, you know? Your night." Duff was exuberantly flustered. Oh, yeah--there was 


definitely flattery in those words. "You're in charge. I'm just glad to be here for the ride! Well. So long as 


you're not, like, a murderer or anything, ya know." 


Slash snorted out loud, caught completely off-guard. 


"A murderer?" Slash gave Duff a look like he was the biggest, randiest goofball to ever exist. "Nah, l'm not a 
murderer. But | do have pepper spray." Slash regretfully removed his hands. He leaned back slightly and raised 
the flap of the purse, flashing the small red canister nestled within. "Just in case." 


"Dude!" What might've been perceived as a threat once again had no effect on the Leopard Punk In fact, he 
seemed rather thrilled at the prospect of macing. "You should've sprayed that asshole who called you a darkiel 


Did you ?l" 


"Nah, | didn't." Slash pouted genuinely this time. Man, he really wished he could've at least gotten one measly 
shot in. "| was gonna smash his face in with my purse chain, but one of the drag queens outside socked him in 
the face before | could. Fuckin’ cut his lip so bad it was all hangin’ off and gross. Shit was gnarly.’ 


"Oh, man. | saw something like that earlier, too." Duffs eyes grew massive, glinting animatedly. "One of ‘em 
came in from out there and dragged a guy out. Hit him a few times, too. It was fuckin’ crazy, man. The guy 
was yellin and makin’ a scene. Fuckin’ big ass drag queen popped him a couple times after he got smart with 
her and tried to swing at her. She scruffed him like a fuckin’ puppy or some shit, and a couple other drag 
queens got in on it ‘cause he put up a hell of a fight, then they drug him out the door. | donno what the fuck 


happened, but | think | remember seeing him, like, creepin' around some tables." 

This tale rang familiar to Slash. Eyebrows scrunched, breath bated, he asked, "This guy..what'd he look like?" 
Duff blew a loud, windy breath through loose, pursed lips, tapping the bar to gather his thoughts. 

"Blonde guy. Long hair. About yea high, | think" He chopped a flat hand beside his jaw. 


"White net shirt?" Slash's eyes grew rounder and rounder, shinier and shinier with the prospect of glorious, 
glorious vengeance. "Acid wash jeans?" 


Duff nodded. "Kinda hairy, too." 

‘Oh, my fucking god." Slash stared into the distance, mouth agape and grinning, fingers energetically twisting 
the ends of his hair. The rush of adrenaline was so potent and satisfying even his toes tingled. "Holy fucking 
shit, | think that was Steve, | think.. Oh, fuck Aw, shit!" 

Slash threw his head back and howled with obscene relish, pummeling the bar's weathered varnish. 

"You know that guy?" The restrained amusement-slash-pity in Duff's voice was ill-disquised. 

"If it's who I'm almost positive it is, I've known him for years," Slash cheerily replied, bathing in this brilliant 


news like a pig in shit. "And he fucking deserves it! | love the guy, but he's a huge pain in the ass! Like, dude. 
I'm, like, ninety nine point seven percent sure that my buddy got beat up by a gaggle of drag queens.. That's 


some of the best fuckin’ blackmail | could ever imagine!" 
Like a pin piercing a balloon, Slash's bursting elation deflated to a frown. He was suddenly, thoroughly 
bewildered, regarding Duff like a human encyclopedia of obscure references. "Wait... Is it a ‘gaggle’ of drag 


queens? A ‘flamboyance' of drag queens? What..whaddya call a group of drag queens?" 


"A whole lotta drama, Mama," replied Armando's heavy accent. He had slid in unseen, beaming smartly and 
drumming his hands on the bartop. 


"Jesus Christ. Finally" Mild exasperation filled Duff's voice. "Mando, you friggin’ cockblock! Can spot a mouse 
behind a pot from fifty feet away, but not my big ass over here tryin’ to get your fuckin’ attention ten 
minutes ago?" 

| was busy." Armando's thick eyebrows came together. "Ay, guey, you were fine.” 

"Busy workin’ that cula over there," Duff snarked. 

"And you weren't?" Armando glowered genially at Duff, then glanced to Slash, a devious brow arched. "Just 
because I'm straight doesn't mean | cant respect the game. Muy hermoso, by the way. Fooled me and l'm here 


six nights a week" 


"A very secure admission from you, ‘Mando." Duff wore a proud expression, both for his friend and his 


introduction, "And with that, this is my lovely, darling date for the evening, Red Hot Ruby Dots." 

"Shut up." Cheeks aglow, Slash swatted Duffs shoulder, beaming like an idiot. He extended a hand, which 
Armando took without issue. "Saul," he clarified gently. "Ruby's just for tonight--long story--but..Saul. He can 
call me Ruby, but-- Well.. Whatever!" 


A genial squeeze constricted Slash's hand. "Honey, | don't give a fuck what you call yourself, so long as you and 


this big baboon get along and have fun" 

"Baboon?" Duff's expression pinched. "Dya mean ‘buffoon'?" 
Armando swated the air. "Baboon, buffoon, what's the difference?" 
"One's got a big, red ass, and the other one's a dumb ass." 


"Ahh." Armando tapped a sagely finger to his chin. He briefly regarded Duff, obviously not impressed. "So, not 


much difference, then" 


Duff's face tinted into a crimson nightscape: a plethora of far-off twinkles flickering over a flushed, blotchy 
sea and sky of blood red that extended from his hairline to well beneath his greyed bandanna. 


His nose burst forth a chagrined laugh. His tightly compressed lips curled upwards, his eyes closing as his head 
shook. He drew two thin hands over his pink face and groaned, very resignedly, "Get the check, asshole." 


"Get these damn lubes back in the jar, asshole." Armando's face blazed with the victory of masterfully busting 
his buddy's balls in front of his date. "Making a giant mess on one of the busiest nights of the week.. iNo soy 


tu mamá!" 


"| did it. Here." Slash squashed his amusement, attracting Duff with a gentle, sympathetic smile as he began 
scooting the rainbow pouches into piles. The guy seemed sweet and Slash wanted to soften the blow, even if it 
was in good fun. After all, raggin' on your friend to their date is pretty standard stuff. Gotta keep your bros 
humble! 


Duff joined in with no protest, but perhaps a few wisps of steam unfurling from beneath the shaggy leopard 
hair that half-obscured his ears, still quite magenta despite his paling complexion 


"Thanks," he shyly smirked, scooping the lube from their teeny mounds and plopping them into their proper 
container. "Baboon" He glared at Armando, who was several feet away, totaling the tab. "Ill show him baboon... 


"Actually, baboons are pretty neat" Slash continued his piling while Duff (hopefully) listened. "They're pretty 
fuckin’ resilient. They'll eat almost anything, live in almost any climate, savanna, rain forest, woodlands, 
grasslands. And they have this, like, really, really complex social hierarchy. Like, ranks within ranks within ranks. 
They can use tools and, like, ‘speak’ in different dialects. So, you know, it's not all big, red asses. There's a lot 


more goin’ on there." 


He gave another kind smile, coaxing forth a sincerely relaxed one from Duff, who had finally returned to his 


glittered, eyelinered, holly-lipped, pasty, Seattle-tanned self. 
"So, a lot like my family back home, you're sayin'?" 


The duo chuckled jovially at Duff's quip. Though he couldn't comment on that, Slash was happy to have the the 
Leopard Punk back in the game, dirt brushed off and all but a handful of lube returned to its jar, the rest 
hastily raked into Slash's purse. While he was at it, he pulled out the twenty Ola had given him earlier that 
night, prepared to make a quick pass-off to Armando so they could finally get the hell out of there. 


I'm not parked far from here." Duff coincided with Slash's wavelength, smoothing out five heinously crumpled 
dollars Slash thought he'd produced from his sock. "Like, five or six blocks away. Then its, like, fifteen, twenty 
minutes to my place. Ain't gonna lie; its a real shithole in a really shitty apartment block. So..yeah." 


"Good thing | ain't fancy," Slash assured, replacing the cherry beret with an air of reverence. He positioned it 


as well as he could atop the mismatched textures of his hair, then mimicked Duff's posture, rising to his feet 
and leaning his crossed forearms on the bar, hovering near enough their arms touched. 


Slash swished his thighs to and fro, attempting to fortify his gelatinous legs before he had to use them. He 


allowed himself a self-indulgent simper, enjoying the silky rustle of his shaved skin and the small, but noticeable 


lick of the skirt on the backs of thighs. 

"What kinda car you got?" 

"Tl Ford Maverick," Duff responded like a proud parent, eyes just as bright and probably even more adoring. "I 
tell ya, man, | was worried about her makin’ it down here. A thousand miles of highway between here and 
there, and that old six cyl made it through with flyin’ colors, even if my asshole was clenching the seat the 
whole way. That's my fuckin’ baby, man. Love that car." 

Slash smiled, experiencing equal parts envy and enjoyment. "She fast?" 

"Yep." 

"Bench or bucket?" 

"Bench" 

"Oh..." 

Excitement fluttered Slash's stomach, reflected in kind by Duff's cheeky grin 

In an everyday situation Slash would regurgitate the standard automotive questions: What motor's in it? How 
many horses you got? What carburetor? Any pipes on that bad boy? How's the MPG? Zero to sixty? Any 


customization? 


He could drone on and on, falling down the rabbit hole about cars just as easily as his other obsessions. That 


night it came down to two very basic facts: How long the distance? And How much fun can we have en route? 


When the tab came and went, Slash hardly gave it a glance. Instead, he lavished his lustful gaze on the man 
beside him, glad as a motherfucker the keys were already in-hand. 


Jesus fucking Christ, that Maverick was a goddamned godsend. 


The two had darted from The Pearl so fast that it took a block and a half for Slash to realize he'd forgotten 
his jacket. So, back they went. And Slash even made sure to purchase an apology shot to make up for it. 


Then about halfway to the car (or so they thought), Duff realized he had led them in the wrong direction. His 


boots came to a scratchy halt well into the Strip, a place full of neon, sleazy grins, and that special, one-of-a- 
kind gutter reek that set Slash, very conscious of his polka dot dress and made up face, immediately on edge. 
Duff stood helplessly at the corner of an intersection, shuffling in circles muttering lots of, "Uh's," and, "Um's," 
while faces, some Slash definitely recalled hooting and clawing at him, stared on 


Slash steeled his nerves, using Ruby's voice to ask for a description of where Duff had parked. 


Duff spewed a rather impressive amount of details, describing scenery with exaggerated gestures of drunken 

grace. In spite of his lively voguing hands and steepled fingers, he may've noted the tense clench of Slash's jaw, 
the nervous fiddling of Slash's hands as he crossed his arms and hid them beneath his draped jacket, because 

without a pause in his rambling, Duff offered his arm. 


Slash's own looped right around it. He kept himself close, figuring Duff was the kind of dude who'd been in a 
scrap or two. It wasn't like Slash couldn't defend himself if need be, pepper spray or not, but it was nice to 
feel small and safe for once, damn it. 


He took a second to process Duff's information, feeling surprisingly soothed from their simple link. He blurted a 


la Ruby, "Yeah, babe, | know where that is. This way," and sped them away. 


"Shit. Sorry, Rubes." Duff gently patted Slash's arm, looking apologetic as Slash practically dragged him in the 
dust. "Still gettin’ used to the city." 


"Nah, it's no big deal," Slash's baritone leaked into Ruby's huskiness. He slowed down once vast distance was 
achieved, casting a reaffirming glance before assuming a casual but eager speed walk, which seemed to be a 


mostly normal stride for Duff. 


Slash took a long, collecting breath. He shook his head, unleashing a hard exhale that weakened into an amused, 
relaxed chuckle. He unwound their arms and draped his around Duff's waist, wiggling his hand beneath Duff's 
waistband to get a grip on his naked hip. 


I'd just prefer to get beaten off rather than beaten on" His smirk prompted a giggle from Duff, who had 
rested a hand on his lower back--a hand that effortlessly made its way to a snug hold of Slash's ass. "That's 
all, man." 


"Yeah. No shit! | can get behind that" 


"Fuckin: get behind me" Slash careened playfully into Duff's side, a flirtatious nudge onto the side street where 
the Maverick sat like a gift from the heavens, bathed in lemony light. "That yours?" 


"I had hoped to." Both glitter and delight twinkled in Duff's eyes. "And yes! There she is!" 


Slash had been unintentionally honest declaring that he was perfectly average. Duff had yet to truly discover 
that, but something in Slash was relieved to tug down those goofy ass stripes and discover a level playing field. 
After all, Slash worked fast; they'd hardly made it a block before he'd pulled Duff's dick from his pants. 
Between his purposeful blind eye to his flimsily-imprisoned cock and the teasing he'd subjected (and would 
continue to subject) his date to.. Well. When the going got rough, he hoped Duff would get in there fast. And 
hard. Hal 


Slash sufficiently sprawled himself across the length of the small cab, folding his left leg upon the grey vinyl 
seat while his right knee half-supported his weight on the floorboard. Though thoroughly shitfaced he was 
careful not to smash the purse and beret shoved in the far corner, and even more cautious not to crush the 


handful of 8-track tapes beneath him. 


Drunk and entranced Slash propped his chin on his unoccupied fist, his lower lip nipped excitedly as Duff's fully 
naked cock swelled before his eyes. He figured an unhurried hand job was the perfect excuse to study Duff's 
anatomy. While the monochrome stripes were ridiculously easy on the eyes, now Slash could truly admire the 
engorged, glistening skin, a wonderfully warm tawny, while he steadily, lazily stroked. It had been a hot minute 
since he'd played with a dick that wasn't his, so he took his sweet time surveying the girth filling his palm, 
following the eye-catching squiggles of shadowy veins, and enjoying the heat of the thick, velvety flesh as 
opposed to the wet, silky folds which had hitherto dominated his sex life. 


In the corner of his mind he was aware of tepid night air billowing up the dress and gently rustling his hair, 


his ears full of a sound like ocean waves vying with the screech of scratchy, poorly recorded guitars. 


Slash wanted to ease the long-suffering restlessness of his friend-for-a-night as much as he wished to stoke 
it. Coquettish mischief fueled his amusement as he lavished long, snug-fisted strokes along Duff's length, now 
and then turning his attention upwards and circling several smooth, speedy twists over the blushed head. 


Slash tittered like the elder teenager he was, reveling in Duff's lively reactions every time he teased the living 
hell out of that sensitive bit of flesh. With each onslaught Duff's jerky twitches and shuddering breaths 


caused the car rev and lurch, catapulting Slash into a fit of maniacal chortles. 


Duff was just as entertained, racked with drunken, moaning giggles backed by the sound of six cylinders 
growling below them. Apparently "Death by Jerk Off" didn't seem so bad an obituary to either of these 
fuckers. 


A particularly long, intense, and violent acceleration left Duff gulping for air, blissfully restless in his seat. He 
fought to spread his knees in the small cabin, voice wavering with delight, "You don't, uh.. Ya don't wait long in 


Hollywood, do ya?" 


Slash moistened a menacing smirk. He sized up the cock in his hand, an eyebrow arching. "Nope." 


The clench of white-knuckled fingers creaked the worn leather of the steering wheel. Duff jolted and gasped, 
grinning from ear to ear as the slick heat of Slash's mouth glided over halfway down his dick. 


"Oh, shit." 


Duff's eyes rolled, fluttering shut. The car veered severely out of its lane, narrowly missing an illegally parked 
station wagon before muscle memory snapped the wheel back to its proper place. Duff heaved a few 
restrained pants, glancing down in time to catch Slash smiling before he closed his scarlet lips around Duff's 
cock, moaning hungrily as he slid back down, his gloved right hand dragging a groping claw along Duff's inner 
thigh. 


"Holy fucking shit." 


Slash's cramped muscles wriggled smugly at Duff's breathy praise. His lips hastened, stamping scarlet smudges 
along Duff's shiny skin, gliding as low as he dared go and rising high enough for his tongue to swirl decadently 
around the tip, every now and then catching a faint taste of salt though the persisting bitterness of beer. 


Just like ridin’ a bike, suckin’ a dick 


Slash's internal chuckle emerged in a moan that seemed to vibrate Duff to his core, given his guttural groan 
and heated squirm. Restless fingers started wandering along Slash's shoulders, rubbing at his sides, and slinking 
along his spine. They twirled inquisitively at the ends of his hair, begging the answer to a question long left in 
limbo. 


Stroked pride sat briefly aside, Slash glanced up, sharing a quick smile with the shadowed face above him. He 
guided Duff's hand to the back of his head, burying the long fingers so his frizz completely immersed Duff's 


pale hand and forearm. 


"Just fuckin’ get in there." He curled his fingers around Duff's, immaculate lipstick obliterated, his eyes just as 
pristine as the moment they were painted, lids heavy and shimmering with creamy, metallic sheen His messy 
grin beamed from beneath his wild hair, a hiss of pleasure escaping as Duff's fingers tightened, throbbing his 


scalp. 


"Fuck yeah." Slash's moan accompanied a desirous slither. He pressed himself to the seat and ground restlessly 
against it, back bowed and ass up. 


Gusts pouring through the half-rolled passenger's window ripped at the proffered dress like greedy claws. The 
frenzied snapping drew Duff's gaze and he smirked, a shadow darkening his face as the brakes squeaked to a 


halt at a dead intersection. 


Without wind the polka dot pleats came to rest in layers of rumpled flaps that left much of Slash's mostly- 
bare lower body exposed; everything from the garter belt adorning his hips to the lacy stocking band on his 
upper thigh reflected for the driver's ogling pleasure. 


Duff licked his grinning chops. A groan of want rumbled at the sight of the black straps indenting the smooth 
expanse of the plump little ass he soon hoped to get his hands on With a carnal sigh Duff released his hold of 
Slash's hair, moving to switch hands and finally get a real piece of that ass when Slash pounced. 


Slash's lips sealed solidly around their meaty target, but they wavered, nearly breaking suction when Duff 
erupted into a sudden fit of dopey, astonished laughter. It was the kind of zany, gleeful hysterics that signaled 
one's total disbelief of one's good luck, and how incredibly happy one was to just be there. 


It was also fucking infectious. Slash managed to stifle a guffaw, holding the drunken chuckle at bay by bobbing 
faster, trading his smugly amused sounds for gluttonous ones spurred on by the renewed ache in his scalp and 


the needy pangs in his neglected groin 


The hold on Slash's hair sharpened as his horny wiggling gifted Duff a marvelous view of his spread ass in the 
window. At the first flash of black thong an excited grunt left Duff's lips; his laughter vanished, his teeth 


bared, and his hips surged upward, all but cramming his dick down Slash's throat. 


Exhilaration singed Slash like a lecherous lightning bolt. He heaved a small gag, feeling his mouth flood with spit 
and his dick throb furiously. He moaned aloud, a sound of sheer, aroused decadence, and descended down Duff's 


cock as far as he could, the end of his nose and the edges of his lips tickled by soft auburn curls. 


"Oooh, yeah.." Duff's deep sigh was as grateful as it was scheming. The smile on his mouth was as audible to 


Slash's ears as it was visible in the rear view mirror. 


Fingers knotted in Slash's hair, holding him firm as Duff's hips began rolling a steady rhythm. Slow and easy his 
slender body undulated beneath Slash, rocking a gentle pace as he watched his cock slip between Slash's faded 


crimson lips. 


"Goddamn it" Slash felt Duffs dick twitch in his mouth, felt his eager fingers pawing at the disheveled pleats. A 


growl of desire hovered above Slash, tingled his skin. "I wanna see what's under that dress." 


Slash chuckled around Duff's cock, coy and Ruby-esque. His head rose, his serpentine, anticipative body moving 
more akin to a wagging dog than a seductive serpent. A grin dominated his face as he fully perched himself on 
the seat, keeping himself low and balanced as he reached behind him, grabbed a fistful of dress and yanked it 

well above his lower back, then stuffed the excess beneath the red leather belt. 


He glanced over his shoulder, shaking his ass like the luscious treat it was, completely unaware of his bawdy 
reflection dancing along right behind him. 


The arousing ache of Slash's scalp vanished as Duff moved to grasp those hidden gems, to caress the only bit 


of Slash's summer-sheltered skin and venture even further. His hand slid as far as the dimples of Slash's 
lower back, promptly stopped just as his fingertips made contact with the hem of the garter belt. 


"Easy there, Sparkles." 


A flirtatious swat stung the back of Duff's hand. Duff chortled good naturedly, settling for resting his hand on 
the downy strip of flesh between the garter and the dress. 


"Its my night, right?" Slash arched upwards, purring the words upon Duff's lips. He moved so swiftly he didn't 
notice the hand cupping his ass gently, secretly. He leaned closer for a small, quick taste, a rough meeting of 


rapid kisses that left his lips sore and his constricted dick finally flopping free. 


Breath heavy he hunkered down, shoulders shifting like a crouched, prowling lion. "So, fuck my throat. And I'l 


show you everything you wanna see." 


A series of speedy thuds sounded as Duff slammed the car into Park His eyes gleamed as he stroked Slash's 
jaw with such delicate fingers for one who looked so charmingly wicked. He gave Slash a slow up-and-down, 


interested and leisurely, as if wondering just what in the weird fuck was soon to go down and knowing he 


couldn't wait to find out. 


"Dottie the Hottie,” said Duff, drawing Slash to eye level with a cradling of his chin, "you got yourself another 
deal, baby." 


The words tasted as honeyed as they sounded. The kiss passed, short, light, and agreeable. Then the entirety 
of Duff's hand cradled the back of Slash's skull. Fire spawned as the fingers crooked, seizing the majority of 
Slash's hair. 


Slash hissed and smiled, whirling in drink and lust as he wiggled his ass in the air one last time, then promptly 


choked on Duff's cock. 


A cacophony of gasping gags peppered the air between ceaseless wet slurps and the soft, ever-present sighs 
of the man giving Slash the facefucking of his life. 


Unaccustomed girth overextended Slash's jaw, making it twinge as he fought to keep his lips snug around the 
spit-soaked dick pounding his mouth. Cheeks hollowed, his tongue struggled to lap the underside as Duff 
maintained a rough, rapid pace, left hand secure on Slash's occupied head, the right-- 


Smack! 


Slash's stunned cry was smothered to a garble, silenced by a coordinated jab of Duff's dick Slash's mangled 
giggle of sinful gratification burbled as he twisted beneath Duff's dominion, gagging with each deep, invasive 
thrust until he was unceremoniously yanked upwards, strands of saliva dangling from his mouth, hot summer 


air heaving through his windpipe. 


Slash licked his inundated lips, feeling them curl into a grin as he registered their gentle soreness, much like 
the fading sting on his backside. 


Duff quirked a cocky eyebrow. If Slash wasn't mistaken that randy smile just kept creeping wider and wider. 
"Well," said the Leopard Punk, undeniably enjoying himself, “that was right up your alley, wasn't it?" 

Slash's slutty smile flourished. "Well, if you knew, then why'd you stop?" 

"Oh. Good point!" 

Laughter rang inside the Maverick. 


Outside, the car pitched violently back and forth. The aged springs got a run for their money, shaking and 
bouncing, squealing just slightly quieter than the domineering groans and wet, muddled moans spewing within 
Sharp snaps of flesh striking flesh littered the tumult, sometimes one, sometimes two, three, four, five in a 
row, drawing forth salacious whimpers, emblazoning fiery fingers on flushed skin that arousingly ached beneath 


soothing, groping hands and searing, scratching nails. 


The loud pops of Slash's repeatedly lost suction were inaudible through the cracked window. The thick 
slathering of slobber saturating the cock pummeling his mouth and the tiny, soaked hairs that glued to his chin 
and cheeks were out of sight to everyone but the guy whose body burned from the exertion of his 
facefucking, who smirked and growled as he felt excess spittle trickle between his thighs, his wandering fingers 


at last snagging the sliver of thong that held Slash's last shred of modesty. 


Duff sucked an eager sigh through his teeth. His expression glowed lecherous glee as he watched his mirrored 
fingers snatch away that damnable strip of cloth, the threads snapping as he sloppily hooked it over Slash's 
hip. 


At Duff's immediate touch, Slash's lungs bellowed with his palpitating heart, his cock-muffled whines greeting 
the little exploring circles. For the second or maybe third time that night, a good kind of vulnerability warmed 


his bones to the marrow, made him respond with verbal vigor instead of recoiling in repulsion 


Duff murmured a happy curse at Slash's resonant request, dampening his fingers with excessively moist licks 
before replacing them. He breathed a smile as Slash moaned and withered with palpable relief, arching his spine 


and exposing himself all the more luridly in the window. 


"Fuck yeah, spread it out" Duff's hands followed his heated words. He reached far over Slash's back, tongue 
wetting a covetous grin, and drove his fingertips into Slash's flushed, angry flesh. 


Slash gasped his first, genuine lungful of air, head back, thin strands of glistening spit linking his lips to the 
sopping dick inches from them. Eyes closed, chest and throat humming with lust he relished Duffs firm gropes 


with gusto, sighing as the large hands squeezed and separated, crying out as a bombardment hard, fast spanks 
punished his fiery, over-sensitive skin, then panting, groaning, and finally keening with euphoria as a finger 


swiftly, gingerly pushed its way in. 


"Oh, god" Slash rested his forehead on Duff's stripy thigh, letting slip a small, submissive whine that he 
drowned with an awkward, fluttery laugh. 


He felt himself quiver around the careful probing and drew a deep breath, letting a controlled exhale ripple 
relaxation throughout his body. He smiled as his drunken muscles laxed, beginning to pant in quiet harmony as 
Duff began a slow tempo of deep, easy thrusts. 

Slash sighed long and low, rocking what little he could into the gentle, invasive presence. He listed lightly 
forward to wrap his lips around Duff's dick with a quiet, satisfied, "Mmm," riding the benign rhythm that felt 
so nice his hushed puffs quickly morphed to cushy moans of gluttony. 

"Yeah?" Though mellow and calm, a twinge of dark humor tinged Duff's voice. "You want more, baby?" 


Slash moaned, muffled but brazen in reply. He bucked his hips ever so slightly, encouraging, confirming. 


In a flash Duff plunged his finger to the knuckle, twisting against the natural resistance of Slash's body as he 
buried it in a short, swift burst. 


An avalanche of expletives gurgled in Slash's throat, barricaded by the dick forced down it. 

Marvelous flares of pain flickered through Slash's inebriation. Like a dutiful, cock-hungry slut he obeyed the 
demanding hand tangled in his hair, crumbling to the rough thrusts as they grew faster, wringing harder to 
stretch his revirginized ass that hadn't seen action in shitfaced time immemorial. 

Slash whimpered through his fleshy gag, wriggling, savoring, wishing he could reach his forgotten dick. The poor 
fucker was finally free and goddamn it Slash could use the fucking relief. Instead it lay there desperate and 
dejected, mashed between chafing stockings and dribbling precum like a leaky faucet, aching for a hell of a lot 


more than unfulfilling "strokes" it received from Slash's restlessness. 


Then Slash stiffened. His breath caught. Two fingers pressed against him, threatened to dive in when he 


registered something suspiciously like friction burn where it most certainly shouldn't be. 
"Lube." Slash drew out the word, like a tense, tentative warning to a misbehaving pet. Then barked, "Lube! 


Duff startled, throwing his hands up as if in surrender. He looked Slash over, flailing slightly, puzzled and 
flustered. "Oh, damn, l'm sorry! You cool? l-I got excited." 


"What?" 


Slash's head popped up. He shook the hair from his eyes, a rogue coil catching on the edge of his mascaraed 
lashes. He searched the charmingly apprehensive Leopard Punk up and down, the curl steadfast as he chuckled 


at the abashment steadily melting from Duff's face. 


"Aww. You're alright, Sparkles." Slash strained his spine, bending it to the extreme to give the guy a playful, 
pitying peck on the cheek. He slid his lips to Duff's ear, easing any lingering worry with Ruby's sultry purr, "l 
just like it wet n' sloppy. That's all, baby." 


He even added a husky giggle for extra, very fruitful effect, planting another kiss on the guy's Toasty cheek 
Duff beamed a relieved, enthusiastically intrigued, "Oh!" 


True to his bestowed nickname Duff's eyes sparkled, and the sound of scraping skin faintly reached Slash's 
hearing. Probably Duff surveying the residual tacky, evaporated spit on his fingers. 


"Yeah. Pretty fuckin’ dry, | gotcha. Fuck that. You got some in your purse, right?" 


"My purse?" Slash grimaced, baffled He glanced around vaguely, then saw the polka dots on his chest and 
remembered, "Oh! Oh, yeah. Yeah, yeah, | got, like, six of them motherfuckers. ‘My purse.’ Weird." 


Thanks to the booze, Slash hadn't realized that his arms had long since gone numb. There was so little room in 
the Maverick that he'd just crossed them and perched his chest on top of them in order to squeeze himself 
somewhat comfortably on the seat. He had been perfectly content in his improvised self-hug, but now he 
found himself attempting not to faceplant directly into Duff's femur while trying to yank his arms out from 
under him. It felt and probably looked like someone attempting to escape a straight jacket, except it was Slash's 
dumb, drunken ass batting for blood flow to his prickling appendages. 


With several grunts and heaves Slash freed himself from.himself. Then his limp, half-dead arm flopped to the 
floorboard, the tingly fingers fumbling around the darkness for the sensation of smooth leather or cold metal 
until Duff, having resumed some light poking, prodding, and rubbing of Slash's asshole, gave an alarmed, 
unexpected, "Oh, ssshit" 


"What?!" Normally the S-word wouldn't cause Slash such panic, but the mortified, nervous way his friend-for- 
a-night had said it belied the worst, given Slash's literal current position He froze, grip anxiously tight around 
the purse strap he'd finally found, and wondered exactly just what "shit" the guy was referring to. 
"Everything..everything cool, man?" 


"Uh, yeah. Uh.. | just.. | think--" 


A peppy, Arik hrrrrnk! of an air horn rent the night. The roar of a massive diesel engine rattled the car, then 


faded into the distance. 


"I think | just showed your asshole to a trucker." 


"Oh, sh-- What?!" Slash hoisted himself with a weak push-up, shaking the hair from his vision and looking 
absolutely tickled beneath its messy morass. He rolled out a deep, moronic chuckle as he wobbled on all fours, 


his elbows damn near buckling. "What? Seriously?! Did-- Did he like it? Didja see?" 
"He smiled," Duff shrugged, still pink-faced and chipper, "so | guess so!" 


The two craned their necks, cackling like hooch-sodden hyenas as they watched vast pattern of taillights and 
reflective tape fade into the distance. The more Slash thought about it the idea of his butt bared for the 
world to see the funnier it became, toppling him into throes of sloshed hilarity that left him weak, tearful, and 
breathless, his heavy head slowly slipping from Duff's bony, quaking shoulder to his thin, resounding chest. 


"Oh, man" When the laugh attack was mostly over, Slash sat up with a sigh massive enough to replenish his 
aching, oxygen-drained lungs. It took him a few tries to achieve balance on the seat, but when he did he 


plopped the retrieved purse on his lap, zipped it open, and dug in, still snickering. 


"That's a new one, showin a trucker my asshole." His fingers searched blindly, contemplating snagging a smoke 
in addition to a bubble of lube. He slapped the pack on the dash, just in case. "Bet he'd be bummed to find out 
it belongs to a dude." 


‘Its a nice asshole." Duff's honest nonchalance refreshed Slash's mad giggling. Duff assisted Slash's nicotine 
craving, lighting one each from their respective packs while Slash chose a lube and chucked the purse to the 


floorboard. "So, ya know, who gives a damn if its a dude's? Nice butthole's a nice butthole." 


Slash snorted smoke through his nose. The rest of the exhale tangled in his trachea, dislodging itself in 
staggered puffs as he hacked though his laughter. 


He pounded his fake tits a couple times, clearing his throat and dabbing his damp eyes with a light finger. "Man, 
how the fuck did you even seen it? Driver's seat's not, like, a great angle, | wouldn't think." 


Duff gestured to the window, expression devilish. 


Slash tossed a glance over his shoulder, inspected the window's reflective properties with an experimental butt 


wiggle, then turned his chagrined attention back to a wickedly proud Duff. 
"You clever motherfucker." Slash immediately, flirtatiously glowered. His half-flat hair smushed against the 
ceiling as he straightened himself, crossing his arms and allowing his cigarette to dangle distractingly from his 


lips. "And you didn't call me on my bum joke earlier? Tsk tsk" 


Duff mouthed the words, "Bum joke?" eyes indeed on Slash's enticing mouth, then his expression dawned with 
comprehension. "Oh! Aww! Aw, man, | did, didn't 1? Butthole. bummed. Nice!" 


Slash's palm stung from the force of a mutually exuberant high-five. For a few moments he rested on his 


boot heels, enjoying his cigarette and chortling with the man beside him. 


He stretched his sore arms, slowly spinning his bangle-covered wrists and flexing his fingers until decent blood 


flow returned, the irritating numbness and achy stiffness mercifully vanishing. 
Speaking of blood flow.. 


"Can |--" Slash placed a bracing hand on Duff's shoulder, a wordless question that the Leopard Punk answered 
with a nod, helping Slash move his might-as-well-be-useless legs until he sat lank and upright next to him. 


"Thanks, man." 


Duff nodded amiably, resting a hand on Slash's thigh. He allowed his fingertips to skim along top the lacy 
stocking band, occasionally taking a brief segue north to circle Slash's silky inner thigh. 


Slash tried to keep himself from giggling and squirming like a Squirmy Virgin, but was unable to. Damn, that 


tickled so much more with his leg fur gone. 


"So.. You know.. Great bums aside.." Duff's smile was extraordinarily debonair for such a bedraggled urchin. 


"Can | see that ‘everything’ we agreed to earlier?" 


Slash's forked nasal exhale staggered spasmodically through a laugh. Heart pounding with anticipation he locked 
eyes with the Leopard Punk, nipping his lip as he took Duff's hand and guided it smoothly beneath his polka dot 


dress. 


A gasp shuddered throughout Slash's body. He almost shot off the fucking seat in elation as Duff wrapped 
sympathetic fingers around his escaped dick, then quickly withdrew them, only to make Slash melt like putty in 


the sun when the scent of pineapple accompanied his slick, returning hand. 
"H-holy fuck." Slash stiffened like a board, digging pleasured claws into Duff's stripy thigh. " Yesss." 


Eyes fluttering, chest billowing softly, Slash slumped downward, spreading his legs and moaning with pitifully 
gracious ecstasy. Ashes from his smoke scattered across the cab as he moved to gather the pleats that 
served no purpose but to get in the goddamn way, bunching them with a clenched fist held between his fake, 
heaving tits. His head lolled across the back of the seat, listing lankly from side to side as he thrust 
desperately into this long overdue hand job. 


"Oh, for fuck's sake, thank godl" Slash was just as feverish and impatient as he sounded His muscles drove 
themselves like well-oiled machines, belted hips rolling with a frantic smoothness to greet the ripple of strong, 
skilled fingers gliding over the head of his dick. He whimpered like a grateful, insatiable bitch, finally given a 
fraction of his due, turning his head to snatch Duff's offered lips, mouth parted and eager for the faint, sticky 


taste of Pina Colada that sugared their raunchy, ravenous kisses. 


Duff tossed his forgotten cigarette through the window and eased his fingers beneath the thong, trying to pull 


it down as Slash's lower half undulated very cooperatively, shimmying, swaying, all but shoving them down 
himself. But Slash's poor preparation foiled what Duff had intended to be a cool, coordinated dropping of panties; 
Slash's layering of thong and garter had unwittingly betrayed them, stunting Slash's giddy feeling of being so 
femininely undressed and ravished while simultaneously denying Duff's glee of finally getting the eyeful he'd 
been dying for. 


Suction signaled their heated separation They both peered down, Duff making a confused sound, then tugging 
experimentally before uttering a quiet giggle. 


"Damn it" Heat crept into Slash's face. He watched the straps bow elastically with another one of Duff's goofy 


chuckles and a teasing, upward yank, then moved to release the alligator clasps. "Sorry" 


"l, uh.. | didn't know I'd be gettin’ laid, ya know?" Slash took the right strap and Duff the left, which Slash was 
thankful for, seeing as his normally nimble fingers had trouble navigating the minuscule metal clip. "So | just 
kinda..threw everything on" 


‘Its cool, baby." 


Duff was all smiles despite this hiccup. Slash noticed those glittery eyes feasting unabashedly on his bare lap, 
and, when all four clips were liberated and replaced, Slash spun himself slightly, scooting his back towards the 
door. He reclined along the seat, legs outstretched so Duff could suavely slide the freed panties down his legs, 
mindful not to catch the sheer material on the rough, chunky soles of Slash's boots. 


Duff held his prize lazily aloft, dangling it from his fingers as Slash slowly pulled his knees to his chest, 
spreading his stockinged legs in invitation He smoothed the pleats shoddily over his thighs, creating a backdrop 
of sorts for his salacious crotch shot before plucking the leftover lube from the dash, jetting it into his hand 


and giving himself some long, loving strokes, dead set on recovering from his panty debacle. 
Duff swallowed past the horny lump in his throat. His eyes grew massive. The thong flopped to the seat. 


Slash smiled, bright and sweet. He enshrouded himself with Ruby's wiles, putting on a show for the man 
opposite of him, whose left hand had since found his own cock, 


Slash sighed smugly, tingling with delight at this mutually exhibitionary display. He dropped his head back, 
grinning all the more as benevolent night wind blew through the window behind him, invigorating his inebriation 
with its cool refreshment. The air blustered through his hair, breezed between his legs, chilling his damp dick 
and the trickles of lube that managed to make their way lower. 


One hand dutifully stroking, the other gave his balls several firm tugs, rubbing and spreading the overflow of 
lube downward until the tips of his index and middle fingers picked up where Duff had left off, pushing to the 
first knuckle. Slash gasped quietly, almost discreetly, as if to draw Duff nearer. 


"Fuck yeah." Duff breathed harder, jerked off faster in a spurt of whispered lust. "Do it. Let me see. Please?" 


Slash swelled at Duff's enthralled attention; the bunched brows; the flashes of his flushed, glittery cheeks, the 
carnal sound that rumbled deep and low, long, lecherous, and impatient as Slash buried his fingers with a moan 


feral and luscious enough to unsteady his opponent. 


Duff swore and shivered as if that was the hottest fucking thing he'd ever seen in his short life. In his fit of 


restless writhing his long legs thrashed outwards, accidentally jabbing the accelerator. 


The engine lashed a yowling snarl in protest, smothering every noise in the cab except Duffs jolting yelp of 
panic. He scrambled in rapid response, face frantic but focused he braced for impact, seizing the wheel and 


slamming his foot on the brake. 
Which did absolutely nothing. 


For a solid thirty five seconds he stared at the steering wheel and the soft yellowish glow of the dash lights, 
completely bamboozled. He blinked repeatedly, scowling until his eyes popped wide with surprise. 


"Oh, shit. I'm in Park" He peered at Slash, smile relieved but puzzled. "Did you-- D'ya remember when we 
parked? ‘Cause--" Duff's chest rattled a sigh of mortal terror. He lurched forward, resting his forehead on 
the wheel and taking several deep breaths that wavered into nervous chuckles. "Hoo, shit! Oh, my god, | 


thought we were gonna die, man, |--" 


"I think.” Slash raised an inquisitive finger (not one of the occupied ones), giving the Leopard Punk a mollifying 
grin when he finally pried his face from the wheel and beamed to see mentioned fingers still occupied. 


| don't--" Slash peered warily about their surroundings, just as dazed as he'd been during Duff's confused 
outburst. "| dunno. Where the hell are we, even?" 


Slash sat up a little straighter, the levels of beer and vodka nursing his curiosity. 


Duff was the embodiment of a horny, anthropomorphic owl. His glassy eyes were saucer-like as he looked here 
and there, blinking slowly in thought, his head swiveling back and forth as if he were doing some murderously 
complex deductions and was struggling to keep hold of his data until he could put two and two together. his 
blotchy, fluffy hair bounced gently in the crosswind, like the ruffled feathers of a flustered bird. He hadn't 
unhanded his rock hard dick yet, either. 


Slash noticed this, of course. He watched silently, slowly beginning to edge his fingers in and out. A sigh left 
him, blowing away on a gentle breeze that seemed to be Duff's breath of inspiration 


"Okay, yeah! Yeah, yeah, yeah!" Duff glowed victoriously. "| know where we are. We're al.most.." his eyes fell to 
Slash's shiny, gliding fingers, fixating on their seamless in and out, in and out for several fluttery heartbeats, 


" there." 


Ruby's chuckle purred like a seductive drull roll behind Slash's Adam's apple. 


"You drive and I'll." Slash paused, humming coyly. "Entertain?" He cocked a bargaining brow, eyeing Duff's 
mostly naked lap with shamelessly lewd interest. "Cause I've been wantin’ to ride that dick since | fuckin’ 


touched it." 
That goofy This is wild This is crazy! grin of bubbly, enthusiastic disbelief set Duffs face alight. 


With the brief stutter of the shifter blazing into Drive the car rumbled back to life. Tires squealed. The duo 
laughed like lunatics as rubber burned and smoke roiled behind the Maverick, whose engine growled and revved, 
ripping a sharp shriek into the neighborhood darkness before it shot off in a cloud of smoggy fog, leaving 
behind nothing but two burnt streaks on the pavement and the lingering fragrances of rubber, gasoline, and 


some seriously funky testosterone. 


It took roughly seven minutes for the Maverick to sidle up to the curb outside the apartment. And in that 
seven minutes Slash figured out just how many times his ass could blare the horn while he straddled Duff's 
lap and ungracefully tried to ride him, which totaled out to the same amount of times this very exciting 


endeavor nearly ended up killing them: a lot. 


Plus, he never succeeded anything more than fleeting, incomplete penetration before they were jostled by a 


pothole or had to swerve to live, so it'd have to wait. 


Maybe that curb was a blessing, but Slash was hesitant to give up his snug seat in favor of moving..even if it 
would mean being immensely more comfortable and his ass not alerting everyone within a three block radius to 


their slutty shenanigans. 


The engine's silence contrasted the heavy sighs and squeaking vinyl from the two tangled bodies determined to 
eat the other's face clean off, and it was only with a suck of sheer reluctance that Slash loosed his lock on 
Duff's lips. He perched happily atop Duff's exposed lap, beaming and running his fingers through the poofy 
leopard hair he'd been dying to pet since he first laid eyes on it. 


"Well," Duff's fingertips stroked Slash's bare upper thighs, his voice velvety, "here we are. Ready?" 


Fuckin’ been ready." A light, cushioned groan filled Slash's throat. He carefully shifted his hips, swaying 
backwards and down until he felt a dull stretch and Duff's firm, heart-fluttering heat invaded him; just far 
enough for gasps to drop from hungry mouths, just far enough to feel the bite of nails eagerly spreading his 


Oss. 


Resisting the urge to sit right on that bad boy and bounce ‘til his muscles were rubbery, Slash gave a 
consoling chuckle and maneuvered out of Duffs hold, depositing himself properly on the passenger's seat for 


the very first time. 


With a massive breath he righted himself, smoothing wrinkled pleats, replacing the cherry beret and giving his 
hair some additional fluffing. He knew from hours’ experience his dick wouldn't reach the midsection of the 
garter belt so it could be tucked away for a discreet door dash, but his pitched tent shouldn't matter too 
much in the dress, he hoped. Then he grabbed the purse from the floorboard and mused, Bam! Problem solved 


as he looped the chain over his torso. 


Keys jingled and elastic snapped in time with Slash preparing himself for the coming randy relay race. Duff was 
ready for action, dick disguised beneath his waistband and apartment key selected, confidently meeting Slash's 
eye before the Maverick's doors swung open. 


A merciful, prolonged gust caressed the pound of makeup caking Slash's face. He closed the door with a bump 
of his hip then leaned his back against it, a semblance of a smile touching his lips as he turned towards the 
tepid wind. 


Duff materialized beside him, a proffered arm at the ready. Slash took it with Ruby's charismatic dazzle and 
an appreciative brush of his hand on Duff's bicep, taking the first steps up a sidewalk so decrepit it was 
cobwebbed with cracks. 


Slash looked up, vaguely making out a squat, three-level building with decaying greyish, off-white siding, or so 
Slash thought, being that it was nighttime. From his peripheral it looked long and rectangular, small square 
windows dotting the dismal facade with blips of irregular wattage while directly before them a doorless double 


entryway spewed mustard yellow light on two crumbling concrete steps. 


Arm-in-arm the two ambled up to the building, all smiles until Duff came to a hard, sudden halt just shy of 


the door, his face scrunched in what Slash thought was nervousness. 


Music--dance music began pounding Slash's eardrums. Something that sounded familiar to him, but he couldn't 


quite place it. 


"Aw, shit." Duff craned forward as he stared through the doorway, casting a cautious glance up a set of 
metal-framed concrete stairs that looked rickety as fuck. "I thought she'd be gone by now." 


"Huh?" 


Slash registered it, now. "She works hard for the money. So hard for you, honey.." Oh, heyyy! Donna Summer 
again! 


Slash shook his head to dislodge the earworm. He glanced at his friend-for-a-night, who appeared fairly 
apprehensive, and felt a well of worry spring up behind the silver tassel on his chest. "Who?" 


A voice careening between a masculine baritone and feminine tenor warbled shamelessly off-key, so bombastic 
and enthusiastic no PA system was required, "She works hard for the money, so you'd better treat her right! 
And that's right, baby, you betta have my motherfuckin’ money... Oh!" 


Duff cracked a smile. He hesitantly licked his lips and searched the pockmarked sidewalk, doing some quick 


thinking while the music and shrill bellowing continued. 


"So, uh.. My neighbor's about to go out for the night, given the song." He chuckled even more awkwardly, gaze 
still downcast. His feet did a scraping shuffle. "And, uh.. Just so ya know..she's a transvestite hooker.” 


"Transvestite hook--" Slash blinked hard. He allowed himself another, more vehement head shake, somehow 


frowning and grinning in inquiry, "Like..are we talkin’ Tim Curry or, like, a she-male?" 


"Uh, no. Don't--don't call her that." Duff's expression went grave and even paler, if possible. For the first time 
Slash noticed the surprisingly pronounced shade of pomegranate dusting his lids to his eyebrows, easier to see 
since the unflattering yellow had given way to a harsher, whiter fluorescence in a handful of idle, inebriated 
steps. "Unless, ya know, ya wanna be shanked in the kidney with a butterfly knife. Ix-nay on the he-male-say. 
Yeah" 


The last word sighed with unmistakable stress. A tinge of green backlit Duffs pomegranate shadow and glitter. 
Just like Armando's visceral reaction to Duff's suggestion of eating lube packets earlier that night, Slash was 
fuckin’ positive there was a true story behind this, too. 


Jesus fuck, did he trip and fall into the Twilight Zone? First the dress, then the bar, then the Duff, now this? 
Wow. 


‘O.kay." Slash assumed an easy, unbothered tone in reply this very interesting turn of events. "No big deal, | 


guess. l'm in a fuckin’ dress, so..." 


Slash fell quiet. He studied Duff's somewhat stressed expression, his own quickly furrowing in concern. "You 


alright, man?" 

"Yeah. Yeah, lm fine." Duff returned a smile, but his lower lip tugged downwards and his eyes gave a huge, 
sarcastic roll before returning to the glowing threshold. "Just that.l've only had a girl over, ya know? Pauline's 
cool, but she's kinda..inappropriate." 


The last word hung in the air, humming cryptically. Perhaps even admirably. 


"Ahhh, | gotcha" Slash wagged a lighthearted forefinger, latching right onto Duff's problem. "And she's gonna 
rib you and want all the dirty details and blah, blah, blah. Right?" 


Duff nodded, his grin sitting a little easier. 


"That's totally cool," Slash burst jovially, proudly aloud, releasing Duff's arm as he flourished his own about 
him. "That's cool! | don't mind. Ya know, ‘cause--'cause l'm secure, you know?" He gestured energetically to the 
dress, gripping the hem with his fingertips and flouncing it so vigorously his softening hard-on nearly flopped 


into view. "I'm good. l'm cool. |, l." 


With a resolute exclamation Slash tossed his arms around Duff's neck, coiling a leg around the taller man as he 
rose on the toes of the opposite foot. Duff bowed to meet Slash midway in his sudden, cheerful outburst, 


arms encircling his narrow, polka dotted waist as Slash whispered in Duff's ear for the entire complex to hear, 


"| feel so pretty!" 


The two stumbled in a drunken, unsteady dance, howling to the moon as Slash led an impromptu foot-to-foot 
shuffle that was more of a shitfaced giggle grapple, hanging from Duff as if his six-three frame were a jungle 
gym. It seemed to be just the charm to knock the Leopard Punk from his funk. 


"I dol" Slash crowed jubilantly to the Los Angeles night, sending a few nearby alley dogs into barking fits. "I feel 
so fuckin’ pretty, man! My--my legs, and my dress, and my hair, and my face. / feel so pretty" 


Duff was able to counterbalance Slash's increasingly unstable cadence, utilizing those long legs as a still, sturdy 
anchor for his cavorting counterpart. Though his head didn't, Slash's body got the message, coming to a 
complete halt when Duff tightened his grip around Slash's waist. 


"You are pretty." 


Flattery pinkened Slash's beautified face. A flustered simper betrayed him and he steeled himself, flattening his 
palms determinedly against Johnny Thunder's faded face. 


"Aww. That's so sweet." Slash held himself close, peering up into those glittery eyes with Ruby's gorgeous 
beguile. He scrutinized Duff's glassy gaze, eyes squinted, and teased, "You bein’ honest or you bein’ calculated?" 


Duff grinned, lowering his palms from Slash's lower back to his ass. His voice radiated sweetness and sass, "Can 


it be both?" 


Slash gave the Leopard Punk a considerable up-and-down, lip bitten before he erupted into a snicker. "Well, 


either way we're fuckin’, so--" 


Guffaws ricocheted off the buildings, so lively they drowned out Donna Summer's poppy tune. Duff quaked with 
laughter so hard his knees wobbled, and this time Slash steadied their tittering teeter, hooking his arm around 
Duff's waist and leading him inside the run-down foyer. 


The first death trap of a stair groaned agonizingly beneath Duff's single cowboy boot. Something seemed to 
catch his eye and he paused, removing his foot as he stared strangely at Slash. 


Duff sighed an amused grin, looking a perplexed Slash over in the harsh lighting. He tried not to chuckle, but 
couldn't help it. "Fuck, man. It looks like you've been eatin’ out the Kool-Aid guy.’ 


Slash snorted like an asthmatic hog. He prodded the remnants of his painted lips, unable to see the sheer mass 


of the smear that covered his lower face like a sullied rodeo clown Then he had another idea. 
"Hey, you know. Speaking of eatin’ out." He wagged his brows suggestively. "Do you..?" 


The left side of Duff's mouth twitched upward, the same eyebrow arching in provocative affirmation. He raised 


a finger, punctuating, "Cleanliness matters, ‘course." 


‘Of course, man, of course.” Slash's hands layered over his tube sock titties. A roguish happiness prickled his 


scalp. "Good to know." 


"Yeah." Duff smiled and took Slash under his arm, cautiously optimistic. "But let's make sure we survive Pauline 


first. Cool?" 


How would Slash describe Pauline? Well, an extremely vague application of "weird" would be his hair-trigger 


reaction And things only got stranger from there. 


The repeated clacking of her incessantly spinning butterfly knife clung to the walls of the creaky stairwell, 
echoing eerily clearer than the worn tape belting out Nina Simone, a much more Pauline-friendly register than 


Donna Summer, if Slash's ear had an opinion Which it sure fuckin’ did. 


Booming clops of heavy, dancing stomps on derelict, blue-grey-flecked linoleum resonated their hollow cadence 
in time with the slow, sensual jazz, the rhythm expertly, gorgeously kept despite the tone-deafness butchering 
the vocals. Nonetheless, heart and soul and pure enjoyment poured into the lyrics, filling it with a joy that even 


Slash's discerning ear could appreciate. 


Ruby and the Leopard Punk stumbled their hormonally-bedraggled selves from the dismal stairs and into yet 
another offensively fluorescent hallway. The two were a tangle of arms atop two sets of alcoholically askew 

legs, each holding the other up as they'd somehow forgotten all about the looming Pauline during their brief 

ascension, too busy playing tiddlywinks and groping and giggling, pausing a single, extraordinarily generous time 
so Slash could perch himself a stair above Duff, pin him to the dingy wall and French the fuck out of him 


while Nina sang of spells and Ruby cast her own, kissing away with ravenous abandon. 


The cloud of pheromones vanished when a salacious hoot bounced through the empty hallway, the music 


having been violently muted to a whisper. Slash and Duff whirled in their horny fog, snapping to when loud, 
determined thunks marched hard and fast their way. 


Slash looked up. And then just kept looking.up. Up, up, and even more up, following a long, lean torso until it 
sprouted a fraction of a long, thin neck. Zebra print was all Slash saw, black and white stripes from just above 
the ground to just below the ceiling, a skin tight spandex turtleneck catsuit that wrapped unabashedly around 
every strong, willowy appendage of Pauline's body. 


A sheer, red, hooded robe draped her lithe frame like a streamlined cloak. The cowl rested regally upon her 
head, shielding the slicked, tightly-bound hair that was pulled back and picked to a vast dark brown halo at the 
crown of her head. Great masses of fluffy crimson feathers adorned her wrists and face as she glided their 
way with confident stomps of seven-inch platform leather heels as red and shiny as Slash's belt. 


Acrylic dragon nails any 80's porn starlet would die for shined in an excited flourish, the vibrant scarlet 
expertly matched to the robe, boots, and the shade flawlessly outlined on generously full lips. Mingled shades 
of bombastic blue and purple made themselves clear through Slash's blurry vision, shimmering in swathes that 
stretched from lid to brow, providing a passionate backdrop for Pauline's oversize lashes and heavily lined 
honey brown eyes. A peachy shade of rose lightened her broad cheekbones, complimenting and contrasting her 


warm obsidian skin and further pronouncing her dazzling irises. 


Even if he had the misfortune of being just above crotch-height, Slash could applaud Pauline's..talent. There 
was no fuckin’ way Slash would, or even knew how to tuck his shit for more than the two seconds it took him 
to shove them between his thighs and snicker girlishly at his reflection before he hopped in the shower. But 
this.. 


Day-um. 


Slash was too drunk not to stare. Pauline was an ebony goddess who was a tried and true expert at hiding the 


fact that she was actually an Adonis. And Slash was thoroughly befuddled. 


"Hey, Duffy, baby! | thought | heard you comin!" Pauline floated over in blood hazed monochrome, accentuated 
hips swishing and feathers flouncing as she beamed in greeting. A drawling twang permeated her cushy, 
flamboyant voice, and Slash had to wonder if it was his shitfaced imagination or if that just happened to be his 
night to stumble into every Southern expat in Los Angeles. 


“Bout time. | was gettin’ worried, goddamn it! Woo.." Pauline blustered a strong sigh, pressing a hand to her 
brow as she mock-fainted. "Bout to head off to work and you ain't home yet. Y‘ain't careful, a young'un could 


get eaten alive in this city, baby, you know that." 


She gave a Duff a speedy side-hug, making his awkward expression relax a fraction She looked him over 
protectively, hen-like before promptly turning to inspect Slash, who had finally relinquished eye-to-crotch- 


contact. 


"And what an adorable boy in a dress!" Pauline threw her hands arimatedly towards Slash, then brought her 
long, red talons to rest upon her narrow chest. With a theatrical exclamation and a place of her extra large 
hand on Duff's shoulder, she vibrantly rattled, "Aw, honey, | didn't even know--you don't tell me shit, ya little 
blender! Blendin’ in with your little lady friend the other week!" She gave a painfully grinning/grimacing Duff 
several playful rib jabs with an acrylic. "But | knew it! | knew it--l had a feelin’. | did" 


Pauline shot Duff a falsely scandalized gasp after her lively avalanche. She seemed to calm down, though, 
offering a slightly overwhelmed Slash a massive, slender-fingered hand as she rose to her towering height 
upon those terrifyingly high platforms. 


"Hot Pussy Pauline, baby. How y'all doin?" She formally, confidently breezed. "I'd tell ya my real name, but | 


don't mix business with pleasure. Gotta keep ‘em separated, sugar, ya know?" 


Pauline gave a deep, masculine laugh, and, sensing no danger other than if he were to say something stupid 
(which he definitely wasn't), Slash accepted Pauline's introduction, trying not to think about where the fingers 
of that hand had resided less than fifteen minutes ago. 


"Hil Sl--" He caught himself. "Saul. Hey." 


He smiled, imagining her zebra stripes as giraffe spots given the way she tottered on her impossible heels, tall 
and majestic, cool and in control, but seemingly ready for anything, always ready to make that crucial decision 


between flight and fight at a moment's notice. 


"And why do people keep saying that?!" Slash groused his treatment with a petulant slump. "I'm not a boy, 


damn it. l'm a man" 


Pauline stepped forward, gently but firmly taking Slash's jaw in her long fingers. Her acrylics dug in as she 
swiveled his head side to side, scrutinizing every bit of his visage so long Slash was able to tune into the faint 


breezes wafting from her lashes. 

Slash wasn't pleased. But he was mindful of the butterfly knife. 

She narrowed her eyes, tightening her lips with an air of snark before finally saying, "How old are you" 
Slash tried to stand taller beneath the Leaning Tower of Zebra. "Nineteen" 


"Oh." Pauline said in soft fascination, her entrancing eyes widening. She shook her head remorsefully. "Aw, my 


mistake. Not a boy at all" Her voice dropped to a flat baritone, "A baby" 


Slash wanted to retort with a simmering, "Well, how fuckin’ ancient are you, Crow's Feet?!" but before he could 
Pauline released him with a witchy cackle, spinning away in a whirl of rosy grey scale. Energized click-clacking 

pattered as Pauline whipped the butterfly knife from nowhere, twirling it in her palm with expert practice. Out 
of instinct Slash lurched backwards, hurling himself away as if that blade were headed for his face, not vacant 


space. 


"Oop! Sorry!" Pauline chuckled with innocent madness. She cozied up the knife to her cheek and stroked an 
affectionate finger down the its four-inch spine. "Patricia can get a little outta hand sometimes. Cain'ticha Mrs. 
Patty?" 


With undeniable elegance and several cool-yet-unnerving clacks the steel flashed a few more times, 


cartwheeling and catapulting in Pauline's grip before disappearing into thin air. 


She smiled, broad and big and brilliant, reassuringly patting Slash's shoulder. "Nothin to worry about, dumplin. 
You ain't fucks with me, | ain't fucks with you, baby." 


"Uh, speakin' of.. Pauline--!" Duff's interjection was fucking miraculous. "Hey! Ya mind if | grab my stuff outta 
your fridge? Real quick?" 


Pauline spun, her right foot landing with a loud, accusing clonk She prominently pursed her candy red lips, 
circling a scolding finger around Duff's face from several feet away. "You sure you need it? You look like you 


been drinkin’ more than the fishies tonight, boy." 


Duff glared Pauline a look that Slash could really, truly appreciate, having given Steven a similar one earlier 


that day after being so cruelly denied his free "pain and suffering" beer. 


"You know where the kitchen is." Pauline threw up her hands, sprinkling sarcasm with provocating jazz fingers. 


"You's a grown ass man, motherfucker, Auntie Pauline ain't gon’ tell you what to do." 


Duff's brows slacked from a hardened pinch to a flat, lax line. He gave an exasperated, somewhat forced 
chuckle, then tossed his keys to Slash who fumbled, but managed to steady them with a by-chance hook of 
his pinky through the ring. 


"Head on in. Get comfy or, ya know.." Duff listed a hand towards his door, which was peeling through a layered 
rainbow's worth of paint. His tone was mild, but Slash translated the tension around his eyes as, "I'll distract 


her. Run!" 


"Yeah. Sure." Slash nodded so vigorously he flung the beret over his eyes. He waved a speedy, paranoid goodbye 
to Pauline and Mrs. Patty (who had quickly resurfaced), already formulating his plan while Duff steered away a 
jabbering Pauline. 


Slash glanced down at the group of five keys, all of them battered brass but for the Maverick's, which was 
longer, thinner, and silver. He grimaced, and, unable to find any identifying features through his beer goggles, 


just rammed one in the deadbolt. 


No luck The tip didn't even fit. 


Slash couldn't help but snicker at that. 


‘Oooh, baby boy!" Pauline's thrilled voice was shrill in the semi-quiet hall. Dual pairs of slow, heavy footsteps 
retreated. "Gave me a two-fer tonight, didn'tcha? Boys in dresses and he's an adorable little milk chocolate 
bambino? Whaaat?l" 


"Pauline." Duffs forced laughter was lilting and awkward. "Please. 

"| jus’ did't know you were into the swirl, thats alll Like | said, its not like ya tell me anything, motherfucker.” 
Slash snorted, nearly dropping the keys. 

Duff's voice faded as he entered her apartment, cringing another, * Pauline." 


‘Ooh, swirl. Ooh, damn, that sounds good." Pauline's fingernails and heels clicked excitedly outside her door. "Grab 
me a puddin’ outta the fridge! And a beer, too!" 


Slash kept his escalating giggles to himself, smoothly sliding in the second key. It didn't turn, though. 


"Thought you had work soon, Pauline?" Duff's voice ventured further still. Jesus, was her apartment a fucking 


cave? 


Slash tried another key. It was litte sticky when he finally found the slot, but the third time was the charm. 


He beamed. 


"You know | always gots time for gossip, baby. That sadiddy ass motherfucker ain't goin’ no where without his 
taste of Pauline. And besides, he old as dirt--he really ain't goin’ no where." 


Slash turned the knob, snagging the keys free and casting a look over his shoulder before he swung the door 


open. 


"You know | got them saggy balls right in my manicured claws and | ain't about to let them sweet, lucrative 


danglies go ‘til he croaks. Ten years in already. That's easy money, honey!" 
The door clicked shut behind Slash. The conversation faded to muffled mumbles. 


He groped around and flipped the nearby light switch, illuminating a lone, naked bulb planted in the middle of a 
1-ft ceiling. He glanced around the tiny, square room, at the four severely nicotine-yellowed "beige" walls hung 
around him, the floor the same worn blue-grey speckled linoleum as the hall outside, only much shinier in 
some places while in others completely torn through to the gouged hardwood beneath. To his left lay a closed 
doorway, and across the cramped living room, against the back wall and slightly left was a doorless entryway 


with a thick, white woolen blanket tacked over it from the opposite side. 


Slash liked to snoop. He'd actually been looking forward to a little snooping, but there was nothing to snoop. 


The main statement resided off-center against the far wall: a grisly mustard yellow couch that had obviously 
seen better days..twenty years ago when it was brand new. Ripped, fraying armrests and back complete with a 
plethora of stains and a bleach-dotted blue sheet wrapping the bottom cushions gave Slash the idea that the 
piece was without a doubt trash-picked Not that it mattered because half of his bedroom was comprised of 
the same shit, too. 


There was a coffee table.. If you can call mismatched milk crates topped with a glass pane a coffee table. On 
that table was a stack of three magazines--two pornographic, one vehicular--a phone book (which looked too 
pristine, so it had to be snatched from a front porch), and a rather neatly-folded newspaper. An uncapped pen 
lay among scattered ashes and assorted bits of paper, plastic, can tabs and bottle caps, as well as a square 
amber ashtray that, while very dirty, sported zero butts to answer for the abundance of ashes. 


A cove of ratty cabinets rested beside the mysterious left doorway--just enough space for two upper and 
lower cabinets, a sink, and about one square foot worth of workable counter space. On the floor just beside the 
doorway lay a hot plate and a coffee pot, built up on their own pile of two-by-two mismatched milk crates. 
From the back end of the coffee pot sprouted a short black cord which had been spliced to a longer beige one 
with an extremely generous application of electrical tape. It wound along the edge of the wall to the nearest 
outlet, which happened to be six feet away, just beside the far-flung door. 


Slash opened the doorway with an actual door and found..a bathroom! Not that there was anything to 


celebrate. 


Claustrophobic was the perfect descriptor for the room. Dank, depressing, uncomfortably confining and funky- 
smelling, none of which were improved with the oppressive light of the low-watt bulb. There was a decent 
orange towel hanging haphazardly on a loosely-mounted bar, as well as some stubborn beard fuzz in the stand 
alone sink which was cluttered with the staples of shaving cream, some random hair product, a stick of 


eyeliner, and a comb. 


Slash crept inside the closet-sized room, squeezing himself between the door and toilet and nearly busting the 


purse chain in the process. He calmed himself after a frantic panic and welfare check (‘cause his Mom would 


beat his ass if he hurt that bag), then pulled forth the lipstick, glancing at the mirror. 
He stared at his fuzzy self, narrowed his eyes, then jerked his head back, wincing amusement. 


Holy fuck, it really does look lke Ive been eatin’ out the Kool-Aid Guy. Or maybe suckin’ face with Ronald 
McDonald or some shit.. 


He swayed a little, giggling quietly. He plucked a few feet of commercial, cheese-wheel toilet paper from the 
massive roll perched on the toilet tank, dabbed it with a fat hit of spit, and began scrubbing the lower half of 


his face. 


He rubbed so hard the paper dissolved to damp, crumbly lint in seconds. With a curious look at his blurred 
face, all Slash could make out was a faint blushing around his mouth. He knew he did a shit job, but he didn't 
care. Plus he didn't know why his drunk ass did it in the first place ‘cause he knew it wouldn't work, but 


whatever. 


Undeterred, Slash rinsed the straggling dingle berries from his face and carefully slathered a fresh coat on 
Ruby's lips. He only hoped it looked as good as his drunken instincts said it did. 


Once more he fine-tuned his appearance, his heart pattering with adrenaline, his dick stirring with anticipation, 
his mouth salivating with excitement at what was to come. The hairspray had worn off substantially in the 
wicked winds of the Maverick, but Slash teased it nonetheless, plucking, tucking, and fluffing so the cherry 
beret sat neatly atop its perch one last time. He smiled as he adjusted, having every intention of watching that 


bitch zoom across the room while he got his brains fucked out. 


After a fly-by minute of primping Slash stood back and proudly observed his polished, hot mess of a 
reflection. Then, on the refreshing wind of a goldfish-brained memory, the shower curtain caught his attention 


He gingerly tugged aside the flimsy white plastic, peeked inside the casket-sized shower stall and saw an itty 
bitty bar of soap, just like you'd find at a hotel. He snagged it from the shelf with a victorious grin, and struck 
one last thing from his Do-Me List. 


What remained of Slash's damp skin had dried by the time Duff finally walked through his own front door. 
Slash hadn't caught all the conversation, but most of the high-pitched humming and clonking had contrasted 
with the urgent, distinctly distressed and irritably horny mumbles that grew in volume the closer they crept 
to the door. 


Throughout the uncomfortable, "Yeahs!" and, "Okay, Pauline, | should gets--" forced laughs, genuine laughs, and 
even more, "Yeahs," and "Okays," Slash zipped through the room, hammering out sexy poses on what little the 
place had to offer. 


Now and then a particularly loud reply would slip under the door and Slash, in his most beloved bent over 
positions from his favorite pornos, would twist his head clean round to gawk at the strip of light beneath the 
threshold, mind swirling with the fear of insufficient sexiness upon first renewed, "Let's get fuckin!" glance. Hell, 
he didn't want Duff to waltz in, booze in-hand with a Pauline-Harassment-Resistant Hard-On, and be caught in 
anything but Ruby's ultimate man-slayer pose. The seductress’ stance still screamed for success, and goddamn 


it, Slash was gonna deliver! 


Only he didn't have time. 


A shadow swallowed the light spilling below the door. Two wide shades danced in time with restless shuffling 
footsteps, slicing through the glow. 


Slash's heavy, mascaraed eyes twitched wide. In a frenzy he scrambled over the raggedy couch, falling over 
himself as he clambered over lumpy cushions and yanked the rough soles of his boots free of the bleachy 
blue sheet. He nearly faceplanted hauling himself over the armrest, driving himself to his feet and blowing a 


ticklish curl from his nose. 
“Alright, Pauline," Duff's most forcibly polite voice, "Ill see ya later." 
Shit. shit shit! 


The vigorous blowing hadn't tamed the curl. Slash swiped it aside instead, then gave the beret a reassuring 


press, racking his brain and scouring the room for any and all inspirationally explicit ideas. 


"Yeah. Okay.. Cooll" Duff again, still straining courtesy. The doorknob creaked, and even it sounded exhausted. 
"So, l--" 


Slash's heart pattered. A mad, excited chuckle permeated the room as he cobbled together a last-ditch sock- 
it-to-me stance. With a sharp breath he sat with all of Ruby's effortless coolness upon the arm of the couch 
and smoothed the dress over his thighs a final time, making sure to showcase his delicious stockings with just 


a tease of black lace and coppery skin 


He fluffed his tits, fluffed his hair, fluffed his dick with a few eager strokes so it lay perky and attentive, 
ready for action while still discreetly nestled atop his thighs. He sat tall and expectant, sidesaddle on the sofa 
arm with his knees crossed, supporting himself with a hand on the back of the battered sofa while his 
airborne foot bobbed in gentle, playful impatience. 


"For fuck's sake, Pauline, Im tryin’ to get laid before one of us passes out 
Slash slapped his free hand over his belted guffaw. 
"IIl talk to ya tomorrow!" 


Pauline cackled like a madwoman, reluctantly relinquishing Duff with a small round of applause and a mollifying 


farewell. 


The door flung open, assaulting the dim room with an obscene amount of eye-gouging fluorescence. Duff, still 
placating Pauline with innumerable goodbyes and waves of liquor-laden hands, dodging additional pop-up 


questions and salacious remarks, smiled despite Pauline's pervasive pestering. 


Once his tall frame had fully slipped inside the room, Slash watched his foot sneak sideways, positioning itself 
behind the door. With a brisk, "Atight, Pauline! Night!" Duff's head sprang backwards like a heron spearing a 
fish, jerking out of the way milliseconds before the kicked door would've collided with it. He spun, pressed his 
back gratefully to the grubby whitewash, and hugged his armload of precious loot. 


"Oh my fucking god" Duffs eyes rolled as he slumped wearily down the door, and Slash decided he wanted to 
see a replay of that entire sequence minus the annoyance and embarrassment. Despite the hiccup Duff shooed 


away his trepidation, straightening with a breath and shy smile. "Sorry." 


Truly unbothered, Slash shook his head, enjoying the way his hair felt as it swayed across his cheekbones. He 
held his head high, his spine arched and his mouth pouted decadently as he traced his forefinger along the 


curve of his lower lip. His foot continued its unhurried bounce. "Glad you're back" 


The gentle, lulling back and forth, back and forth of Slash's touch enveloped Duff's attention. With a dreamy, 


almost comical twitch of a grin his eyes plunged to Slash's primly crossed legs, 


He licked his lips, swallowed adorably hard, Slash thought (given the sudden stirring in the striped pants), then 
executed a flawless alcoholic's juggling of fragile bottle and cans, emptying his arms-full payload on the counter 
without fumbling a single thing. 


Two pops of fizzy carbonation left Slash's throat utterly parched. Fuck, he even groaned when pristine, bubbly 
foam spewed from one of the cans, dribbling down the side to form a small, cylindrical puddle on the counter. 


He swallowed as hard as Duff had but refused to drop Ruby's excellent poise, thirsty, horny, or not. 


Duff turned, leaned his ass against the counter, and hovered the beers at waist-height with limp, drunken 
wrists, expression thoughtful. He maintained his benign distance, passing Slash his beer from far across the 


room..if seven feet can be considered far. 
Slash prolonged his outward stretch, beckoning a reciprocating can tap. 


Duff happily obliged, murmuring, "Cheers!" before swilling half the can. He suppressed a burp, eyed Slash (who 
was still chugging) with an impressed smirk, then drained the dregs, obviously not one to be outdone. He lit a 
cigarette, unobtrusively watching Slash toss his spent can to the floor then dab carefully at his damp, 
freshly-repainted mouth. 


Duff didn't seem bothered by this littering of his personal space. His gaze lingered on Slash, drinking in his 
delicately crossed legs, eyeing the intricate lace snagged by the silver clasp attached to the strap which rested 
against the smooth, warm thigh he craved to caress, the dress he wanted to burrow his face under. 


Another crackle of carbonation hissed. Duff's voice was touched with the rambling of nerves, or maybe the 
desire of put-off arousal as he passed Slash an unopened beer, "So.. You know how you said you've been 


wantin’ to ride my dick since ya touched it?" 


Duff's cheeks twinkled with an impish, scheming grin. He upended his beer. 

Slash smiled as Duff consumed his liquid courage, cracking his own icily refreshing beer. He took only a few 
sips this time, more dainty, proper; an expectant little gesture he knew Duff would see through his periphery. 
He watched the movement of Duff's throat as he quaffed, making a mental note to take a bite out of it when 
the time was right. 

"I still do," Slash confidently replied. He bowed his head, inviting Duff to expand upon the subject. 

Duff chuckled, swiping his mouth dry with the backs of his fingers, all wicked smiles. 

"Well." He drew deeply from his cigarette, exhaling a long pull that left his nose in a voluminous forked plume. 
His eyes traveled a leisurely trail, gleaming with beguile as they traced Slash from his boots, to his thighs, to 
his waist, to his lips, to his eyes. 

"| wanna know if that honey tastes as sweet as it looks." 

Slash blushed furiously. Ruby chuckled coyly, gleefully. 

Ravenous blood pounded Slash's eardrums as Ruby raised her skirt, gradually flashing her garter strap and 
exposing her silky bronze thigh until the sweeping dress revealed what even the missing thong had lain bare. 
With a seductive sigh Slash caressed the curve of his ass, a loving, affectionate coax-turned-sleazy-grope- 
and-smack that pronounced the formerly modest bulge behind the monochrome stripes. 


He beckoned Duff with a smile, warm and inviting, soft yet perilous. 


"Then come taste me, baby." 


Chapter Six: Coyote Ugly? Not With Those Puppy Dog 
Eyes 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry this took forever. Life has been batshit and l'm no good at explaining or talking about feelings, so let's do 
this! 


Slash moaned. From deep in his gut the sound emerged, rumbling in his belly, roaring up his trachea, 
thrumming through his vocal chords and throttling the ever living shit out of his pounding head. Sunlight 
danced coyly behind his closed eyes, tempting him to crack his sleepy lids just enough so the rays could 
bombard his retinas with their merciless solar spears. 

He groaned again, turning from the menacing light to shield himself from its nagging glow. Stretched on his 
belly he smashed a nearby pillow to his face, wriggling comfortably. He inhaled, long and languorous, and uttered 
a soft, subtle sound at the masculine scent that filled his nostrils, soaked his dehydrated brain with thoughts 
that heated his blood. 

"come taste me, baby." 

Slash's lethargic chuckle smothered in the pillow. On horny instinct he extended his stiff, tired muscles, 
flattening himself on his stomach before he drew his hips up slightly upon the mattress. 

He arched his back. A satisfied sigh rustled as if his fingers were still clutched in shaggy leopard hair, guiding 
and riding the tongue buried in his ass, his lungs burning and his belted hips squirming into spreading grabs and 
deep plunges that made him melt and keen. 

Slash grinned, flexing those very same fingers like they'd clasped the bleachy blue sheet in a restless grip. 

He didn't remember when he retrieved the tiny bubble of lube, but he did remember passing it off to the 
beaming man behind him, his hand still firm on that bombastic two-tone hair as he turned his head to seize 
Duff's sedulous mouth with satisfied gusto. 

He recalled feeling more naked than he ever had felt in his fishnets and garter and boots and beret, the pleats 
of the polka dot dress crumpled in a frenzied bunch at the small of his back, Ruby's sultry laughter succulent, 
powertul, and bright between long, luxurious kisses. 

‘lm even sweeter than you thought, huh?" The tip of Slash's playful tongue flickered across Duffs delighted grin 
Both tongues plunged Low chuckles rolled, their noses bumping haphazardly as Slash npped Duffs bottom Ip, 
beaming with carnal purpose. "Now fuck me, damn it" 

He warmed even more at the thought, tired and tingly and transported. Then his heavy head and weighty eyes 
lulled him back to gentle sleep. 

Brrrvrvzzzz.. 

"Hmm?" 

Wrrrrr, WIF, wrr.. 

Sputter, sputter.. 

Tsssssshhhhhh.. 


A deep mechanical hum roused Slash from what might as well have been the dead. In spite of his splitting 
headache being so ruthlessly rattled, he was utterly relieved when the icy air conditioning crept over his 
sweaty, hangover-riddled body. The cold had a clarifying and tender effect on him, helping to sharpen his dull 
senses and soothe his uneasy stomach. 

Rolling to his back he dropped a floppy, ancient pillow over his face with a tired grunt, draping his arm 
roundabout the area his eyes would be for maximum sun blockage. 

The frigid breeze was a boon to his clammy neck and torso as he unstuck several strands of hair from his 
damp, sticky skin, picking it away with lethargic fingers. He moaned again, relieved to be free of the strangling 
morass, then fussed irritably when he plopped his other forearm over his eyes too carelessly, gifting himself 
a nice, hard punch on the forehead. 

"Ow. Fuck." 

It was barely a whisper. A half-hearted mumble that waned to silence as he kicked the blankets from his legs, 
baring himself balls-out to the A/C aimed perfectly at his roasting crotch. 

Slash wiggled on the squeaky mattress, smiling contentedly. He gave his nose a quick little scratch, then 
reached for an itch tickling his upper hip. 

He froze. 

Brow furrowed beneath his pillow shield, Slash gave the soft, sensual material on his hips several lazy, 
inquisitive strokes. 

His eyes popped open. The pillow catapulted between his spread feet as he shot bolt upright, prodding at his 
lower half in drowsy alarm. His full bladder sloshed. His morning wood greeted him face-to-face, perky and 
carefree, ungraciously blocking his screaming need to pee. 

And oh my god, What the fuck, he was wearing a garter belt! 

Ho-ly Jesus, those two sights didn't mesh. 

Goddamn it! Okay, dont panic. Don't panic.. 

Well, at least he didn't piss the bed. That was good, yeah? Garter or not, piss-free sheets are a good start to.. 
To what? 

Ugh, fuck. Oh, god 

Slash massaged his throbbing temples. He goaded his sluggish brain to work, resentful that his hangover 
prevented him from smacking it into submission like a TV on the fritz. With bleary eyes he studied the 
stockinged legs sprawled in front of him, blinking vacantly and trying to remember. 

Two fingers inspected his bronze skin, finding it delectably smooth beneath the fishnet and even more 
succulent on his inner thighs. 

Okay..first time for everything Shaved legs. Cool Cool. Not a big deal. Steve.. Yeah That absolute fuckhead Ziti 
Man, that was good ziti Dress. Then.bar. A gay bar.. Tall, skinny guy. Strpes.. 

He grazed the length of his thigh a few slower, more curious times, zoning in on the silky sensation A wry 
smile curled his parched lips. 

Feels kinda nice, actually, 

But the belt was godawfully tight around his hips. It had twisted around in his sleep, biting and pinching him in 
places never before assaulted by such an unforgiving contraption. The stocking bands squeezing the shit out of 
his thighs weren't peak comfort, either. When he peeled back the elastic lace he was left with a flawless 
mirror image on his flesh; that shit itched like a motherfucker. 

He gave the elaborate ripples a couple alleviating rubs, then suddenly, vigorously scratched his side in reflexive 


sympathy, smirking with lazy glee and withering with relief. 


Something about that primal, satisfying ape scratch spawned a thought. As he clawed away, the image of a 
flying bra made him scratch faster. 

"Hey. Hey.. Wanna know somethin’ funny?" 

Slash grinned mischevously into leopardesque hair, dancing his fingers through its poofy expanse. He sat deep, 
comtortably, and surprisingly sturdily atop a bare lap, taking advantage of the paused, heated bump-n-grind to kiss 
and nibble a long, pale neck while fingers worked the hooks at the center of his back 

To The Guy's--Duffs, Slash remembered, credit, he didn’t bat an eye or move to shove Slash off his dick for 
such a disastrously open-ended question Only a distracted, "Huh?" hummed near Slash's ear, followed by what felt 
Ike a frown of concentration and some seriously determined wrestling of demon clasps. 

Slash listed gently up and down as Duff ungracefully configured his one-handed puzzle, lulling an idle, playful tease 
that drew a pleased sigh and a momentary cease on what felt like the final hook 

The tp of Slash's tongue traced the edge of Duffs ear. Hs teeth sank firmly into the lobe before he steeled his 
smirking lips, trying not to snicker as he whispered, "My titties are tube socks." 

Slash could've bonked his pounding forehead in embarrassment. But he and The Guy had laughed their asses off 
at it, so.. 

That made Slash feel a little better about potential interaction | mean, after all, he was pretty sure that-- 
Yep. 

The only window in the cracker box of a bedroom had a teeny tiny air conditioning unit in it. He thought he 
remembered stairs, too, but he couldn't remember how many flights, or even the layout of the apartment. So 
much for a quick escape. 

Shit 

Slash closed his eyes, gathering his hair at the base of his skull to further cool himself. Just like the moment 
the bra flung and the balled socks tumbled away like oversized greying cotton marbles, Slash again ape- 
scratched his phantom bra strap. 

He remembered cackling about that with The Guy, too, comparing the relief to finally being able to take your 
pants off and flop around your imprisoned balls at the end of the day. 

Slash resigned himself, wringing a wry grin He tucked two thumbs beneath the right stocking and, with focused 
gentleness, began to roll it down his leg, freeing his mind to roam. 

Okay, so The Guy was funny..but was he cute, too? The Guy wasn't in bed beside him, obviously, so Slash was 
utterly unsure if he'd coyote ugly'd himself. 

Then again, the way the guy'd snatched him by the hips and hair, held him by the garter, smacked his ass and 
fucked his brains out while they watched in the mirror.. 

Slash went as red as the cherry beret. His sparkling eyes rose, drifting slightly left to study himself in that 
same mirrored closet door, the crimson intensifying as he slid the first stocking free of his foot. 

He wanted to look away, but couldn't. A devious, silent blurt of laughter split his features, the faint red stain 
of his lips still visible on his chin and upper lip, his pristine blue-black eyes smudged to oblivion 

Alright. Maybe "cute" didn't matter so much this time around. Slash wasn't opposed to making aesthetic 
exceptions for extraordinary talent..especially when the person involved so enthusiastically indulged his 
requests. 

He glanced away from his reflection, still fiery flushed and slightly smug, and bade an unspoken farewell to 
Ruby Honeywell, beginning to fold the final stocking into retirement. The netted material gave no parting fight. It 
slid neatly and rather politely for such an unforgiving fabric, as if it knew that Ruby was not to be sentenced 


to a shameful, hidden life, but one of small, coy peek-a-boos and a handful of balls-out indulgences when the 
occasion arose. 

Ruby was now a fully-fledged part of Slash. He had to admit that he was confused and hesitant of this new 
side of himself without a /of of liquor to lead the way, but his aching sobriety did little to successfully deter 
him. 

Dare he say he had..fun Real, actual fun. 

Not that anyone could ever know about it. 

Not anyone. 

Not ever. 

Ever. 

Ugh. His head hurt too goddamn much to process this shit. But at least now he was free of the belt, too. 

He reclined slowly backwards, sighing in relief as he nestled himself into the mattress that was quickly 
becoming uncomfortable, revealing itself to be old, lumpy, and full of murderously stabby springs. 
Nevertheless, Slash stretched out in all his naked glory, finally snagging a morning cigarette from the lone end 
table. He squinted at the tall-ish cardboard box of a "table" then laid back down, surrendering himself to the 
full, loving clemency of the air conditioning and all the sleepy scratches his numerous bodily indentations could 
handle. 

He inhaled contentedly, lugging his bloodshot eyes around the room. 

Man, Slash had been in some shitholes before. This was certainly one of ‘em. 

To his right was an unreasonably rough sheetrock wall. Slash recalled that wall becouse he'd collapsed on the 
"inside" of the bed after power blasting a load across The Guy's chest, scraping the heel of his hand on his 
drunken, wobbly way down, 

"Oh, shit! Oh, man, are you okay?!" 

Slash laughed out loud, panting happily for breath, face down on the mattress. He was lighthearted, shitfaced to the 
max, and at last orgasmic.. His arms were like noodles beneath him, but that didnt fucking matter because Duffs 
hands had played Slash's thighs as exquisitely as a goddamn grand piano, saturating his overlooked erogenous zones 
with attention as rare and breathtaking as desert snow. 

He stared at the wall, grinning and giggling vacantly. Holy fuck, when was the last time he came that hard? Fuck, 
had he ever came that hard? Damn, he needed a drink! And a cigarette. Maybe two. 

He needed his thighs played with more was what he needed, holy shit! 

Duff wormed his way trom beneath Slash's limp, sex-drained legs and felt..sideways and behind him from what 
Slash's fizzled radar could tell. The world was sloping to the right and down towards his feet--he had to hang on 
lke a carnival ride or else he'd tumble right off! it was the greatest, most floaty, tingly sensation in the world! The 
Earth and room may have been hurtling, spinning at a bilion miles an hour, but Slash wasnt! He felt good! He felt 
so good and he wanted this cute, concerned guy to stop looking so cute and concerned and feel as good and as 
floaty and tingly and as..fucking good as Slash felt! 

His smoke in tight lips, Slash rolled to his side and inspected his ass with a light touch, feeling the left cheek 
littered with an abundance of dry, peeling patches. Frowning, he coaxed one of the largest remaining "pools" 
from his skin, then brought it to hover before his eyes like a transparent trophy from a hefty sunburn. 
Blood rushed to his face and groin alike. He tossed the jizz jerky to the floor and moved to clear a few more 
stubborn spots, most of them sweeping away with a firm rub, a couple demanding removal with the aid of an 


insistent fingernail. 


Slash forced himself back into studying his surroundings, laying back down and clearing his throat to the empty 
room with utmost nonchalance. While he stared at the bare walls he tried not to think about how much it had 
turned him on to be a slick, filthy canvas on all fours, moaning and pouting, grinning over his shoulder as he 
grabbed Duffs hip and pulled him in, arching his back and showing him just how happy he was for that 
impressive, pearlescent mess that had reached so far as to splatter the back of his garter belt. 

Slash had wanted more, but the fact that his "doggystyle" had given shaky-armed way to a nearly immovable 
"slugheap.." Well, shit happens, he guessed. He was pretty sure he'd passed out, like, three seconds later 
because he couldn't remember much more than that. Only the unnecessarily gravelly wall, some snoring, 
maybe a fart or two, and then he woke up. 

Oh! There was a poster of Debbie Harry on the wall! Right in easy sight of the bed for easy meat-beating! 
And.that was it for the bedroom. A grand total of an air conditioner, Debbie, and a scant shower of clothing 
dotting the decrepit linoleum. And the cardboard nightstand, too, but there wasn't shit on that but for an 
ashtray and Ruby's earrings and necklace. 

At least thosere sate. 

A speedy knock tore Slash from his nosy limbo, sending his limbs flying. Searing ashes sprinkled his bare chest, 
his pained hiss lost in the flapping of the thin peach/orange/mustard/what-the-fuck-color-even-is-this 
blanket as he fought to yank it over his nakedness. 

He sat stiff and still with the blanket clean up to his neck, waiting tensely for the disruption that didn't come. 
After a few seconds it was apparent that Slash's sensitive-ass headache registered the knock as closer than it 
was. He breathed a sigh of relief. 

From the next room he heard a quietly projected, "Hang onl" and a some fast, large-strided footsteps. Metal 
jingled, feet shuffled again, and a door creaked open 

"Oh. Hey, Pauline," The Guy greeted in a hushed, drowsy voice. "What's up?" 

"Hey, baby. How y'all doin’ this mornin?" 

Slash reached for the black plastic ashtray. His brain was foggy, but kept sticking to something to do with 
zebra print and.Patty? 

No, no, no: Patty was the knife. Mrs Patty.. He prodded his cheeks, reassuring himself to be free of all slashes 
but for his name. Christ. 

He propped the two pitifully blown-out pillows behind his back and rested against the wall, placing the ashtray 
on his thigh for easy access after tucking the blanket firmly around his midsection. He dialed in, listening for 
any and all clues to help negotiate his way from this..complicated situation. Fuck, not even his dress was on the 
floor. What the hell was he gonna do?! 

"I was just out shoppin’ this mornin after work and thought to myself, ‘That baby gotta be hungover and 
hungry as hell," Pauline said with an audible smile. Paper rustled, and a hesitant but surprised sound peeped 
from Duff's throat. "And don't tell me no bullshit ‘bout ‘I got food, Pauline, ‘cause | know goddamn well you 
don't. Your corner of the fridge ‘bout as cold and dark as a mine shaft, baby boy, and when that corner starts 
lookin’ bare, | know your shelves's as naked as a jaybird, too." 

Slash chuckled to himself. He lit a new cigarette from the spent butt and kicked a leg from under the blanket, 
adjusting his internal thermostat. 

Duff's tone was a mixture of desperation, extreme thanks, guilt, and awkwardness, "Oh. Pauline, you didn't--" 
"Boy, you done look like you lost ten pounds in five days--take the damn food! | ain't havin’ you waste away on 
my watch, motherfucker. Besides, you've got company," Slash heard the wink wink, nudge nudge in this brief 


pause, "and | know you work a long one today. Make sure you eaf. Auntie Pauline'll know if you didn't. She always 
do." 

"Yeah. Yeah, of course. | will" More crinkling was heard, maybe the passing of more bags or the restless 
wringing of a singular one. Duff's voice lightened with acceptance, though Slash still detected an inkling of 
embarrassment. He felt like he could hear the ravening hunger suppressed in The Guy's gratitude, his speech 
forced to politeness but shadowed with eagerness that bordered on a feral animal tearing into a carcass. 
"Thanks. | really appreciate it, ya know." 

"You's a pain in the ass, but you's a sweet kid," chuckled Pauline, her endeared amusement rumbling in a deep 
baritone. "| can't stand to see you go without. And here." More crackling. Another bag? "For your friend. 
Couldn't think of something bad happenin’ to that baby, so..a few things. No pants, though, unfortunately. | 
donno his size, plus | didn't have time to drop by the Center. Besides that, you know how | feel about elastic.” 
The conversation grew heavy with distaste, Pauline perhaps shooting Duff a glare that perfectly portrayed her 
feelings on the stretchy stuff. "All| got's hooker rags, but | made do with somethin decent. A shirt if he 
needs it, some socks, and somethin’ to take the make-up off, clean up, all that. You takin’ him home, right? 
Makin’ sure he gets back safe? Oooh, | know you are. You better be or I'ma kick that narrow ass o' yours." 

"| thought about it" Duff snipped back a bit at Pauline's nagging tone, but she took no offense. "I was gonna 
offer, but he's not up yet. | already got out some clothes and stuff, you know. | can't, like..send him packin' in a 
fuckin’ dress to god-knows-where. l'm not heartless." 

A shade of Slash's hangover nausea lifted. Until that moment he hadn't realized just how nervous the prospect 
of arriving safely at home had daunted him. 

"Well, if he says yes--which he should if he knows what's good for him--and you get lost, you call Auntie 
Pauline. You know l'm a human Rand Mcnally, baby, lIl getcha home. You remember my number, right?" 

"Got it memorized." 

“Alright. Well, I'll leave ya alone, then. You know where to find me if you need me, and, um." 

Slash squinted suspiciously at the sudden silence. He leaned towards the door (as if that'd help), and was only 
rewarded with an excited, girly giggle and a snicker like the devilish, playful chortle he'd heard so many times 
the night before. 

"Nah. Nah," came Duff's decided, audible smile. "| can't, Pauline." 

"C'mon." A coaxing, rumbling purr. "Can't even show me with your hands? Just a little.." 

"No." The denial radiated the luscious drip of one harboring a deliciously dirty secret. "That's... Ya know.. Yeah. 
You know?" 

No doubt about it, Duffs plush laughter sounded pretty damn dreamy. 

Acrylics clattered empty threats upon wood. That naughty snicker persisted, as did Duffs stalwart silence. 
Minus the "I know something you don't know!" chuckle, of course. 

“Alright, then Be a Clammy Claudia, damn it" Pauline may have sighed in defeat, but she returned in a slick, 
sneaky tone, "That's alright, though. | heard all that nas-ty fore-play, you sexy little string bean. Y'all liked the 
mix tape | put on, huh? Sounds like it did the trick." 

"G'night, Pauline!" Duff's chipperness was followed by the soft clunk of the closing door. He piped up slightly, as 
to not wake the possibly sleeping stranger currently eavesdropping on his conversation, "Thanks again for the 
food! Appreciate much!" 

"ls daytime, motherfucker!" Cackled Pauline's reply. "And youre welcooome. For everythiiiing!” 

Pauline crooned several stanzas of a sultry song, her exaggerated, off-pitch warbling fading in short distance. 


Despite the spotty melody and memory, it left Slash's face hot, the apples of his cheeks keeping their cool in 


the belching air conditioner. 

He shook his head to clear the horny static, honing back in time to hear, “Alright. Let's see what we got." 
Slash initially planned to seize Duff's unpacking as crunch time, a few moments to get his shit together and 
flesh out a plan.but wondering what items Duff was muttering excitedly over was much easier. Hey! He was 
tired, hungover, and had no goddamn clothes to wear. He was out of options and clueless on how to break the 
ice, so fuck it. 

During the trickle of minutes, Slash made puzzled faces at Duff's quiet, "Oohs," and "Ah, cools," and huffed 
silent laughter at, "Good toilet paper..fuck yeah! And decent fucking cigarettes, oh my god. 

"You go.here. You can be..here. You need to go to Pauline's fridge but we'll do that later. Uhh..bah-bah-bah- 
bah-bah.. Hmm. Yeah, that works. Okay..." 

The sound of a can cracking open hurtled Slash's dry throat into desperation. His thick, fuzzy tongue was 
loathe to be ignored. It crept arid tendrils down his throat, urged him to move faster as he wrapped the funky 
citrine blanket around his waist, clothelessness be damned, and-- 

Knock, knock 

"Hey. Uh..you awake?" 

Slash froze. The white woolen door twitched open at the frame and two fingers appeared, wiggling to him in 
greeting. 

He shot upright, combing his fingers uselessly through his semi-lacquered hair. His primp was hardly finished 
when his hands defaulted to a demure Goddamn it, motherfucker--again with the demure! fold on his blanketed 
lap. 

At least he sounded cool when he replied, "Yeah. Yeah, I've been up a bit" 

"Mind if | come in? | have clothes." A set of folded clothing presented itself from behind the curtain. "Aaaand 
beer." The can popped out with a delightful, "Drink mel" jig, as if the clothing were a dance floor. "Little hair of 
the dog, ya know?" 

It took just about everything Slash had not to dive out of the bed, snatch the beer and dart away, hissing and 
yowling with liquid victory in-hand. He decided that would be pretty fuckin’ rude of him and instead kept his 
composure, nodding to no one and replying, "That'd be awesome. Fuckin’ dyin’ of thirst, man." 

"Cool. So, um.." With a swish of bleached wool, out emerged Slash's biggest unknown: tall and thin as a rail, his 
blotchy hair damp and frizz-drying in every direction 

Slash studied his bean pole of a one-night-stand, from his slender arms to his baggy work uniform and slightly 
protruding cheek bones. If he stepped outside and a good, stiff wind kicked up it just might take his black jeans 
and white polo shirt with it. 

The big, green eyes studying Slash just as acutely were friendly yet cautious, like a lovable stray who was 
sniffing out the difference between ally and aggressor. Didn't take him long, either. 

"Beer?" Duff extended the offer, grinning genially. 

"God, fuck yes." Slash accepted this gift of hops with a sincere smile. He popped it open with a, "Thanks," and 
chugged the majority of the can, ignoring its surprising iciness as he quaffed to his parched throats content. 
He breathed with heavy satisfaction, swiping his cool lips clean with his wrist as Duff approached, setting the 
small bundle of clothes beside him. 

The air was easy. The morring beer was fantastic. Slash felt no deterrence as he turned to face this guy, 
eagerly inspecting the clothes. 

"Pauline--" Duff began, "you remember Pauline, right?" 


Slash briefly returned eye contact, nodding. Hell, how could he forget her? Or Mrs. Patty for that matter? 


"Cool. Anywho, she left you a shirt to wear home, but, uh.." Duff took a step backwards, paused and wrung his 
fingers in thought, the corners of his mouth twitching amusedly, "most things she has are ‘hooker rags' and 
she thinks elastic is an abomination and won't allow it in her home, so.. You can borrow.." He waved to the blue 
and white striped shorts Slash had unfolded. "They're clean. Loundry was yesterday, so.. They're good” 

"No, man, this is great. | really appreciate it. Thank you," Slash said, raising the the sleeveless white shirt. He 
snorted in amusement upon the sight of the bold, blocky lettering, giving the material an enthusiastic flap and 
bursting out, "/d look good on you. Holy shit, can | keep this?!" 

"Actually, yeah. It was Pauline's." Duff's poofy head tilted to the side, his eyes bright and sparkly despite the 
relative darkness of the sun-starved room. "And it's accurate. Ya did." 

The entirety of Slash's body blushed blazing terracotta beneath that damn mustardy-peach blanket but he 
wasn't about to miss a beat, goddamn it. He showcased unflappable bravado, grinning back a husky, confident, 
"Hell yeah, | did. So did you." 

Duff beamed like a dork, very pleasantly flustered at this returned flirtation. He bit his lip, eyeing Slash 
contemplatively before he took a casual sip of his beer and gestured to the shorts on Slash's lap. "Those're my 
only pair of shorts, though, so.." 

"Would you mind giving me a ride home? | can give ‘em back to you there." Slash let the air shimmer with a 
hint of alluring tension, a tint of Ruby playful on his lips. "Just. The dress. ‘Where the fuck am |? And all 
that..." 

"Yeah, | got you." Duff raised his hands in an understanding motion, smiling kindly. He gestured to the A/C, then 
to the bed, face inquiring. "It's hot as fuck in there, you mind..2" 

Its your bed, man" Slash waved his hands at it, prompting a quick sit-down from a painlessly chided Duff. 
"Not like we haven't seen everything the other has to offer, right?" 

To further smooth this personal space issue Slash rose to his full nakedness and slid into his borrowed shorts, 
being none too prudish as he wiggled comfortably into them. 

Duff smacked his forehead with a "Duh!" expression. It promptly soured when his hangover retaliated. 

Slash chuckled lightly at Duff's quickly played-off discomfort, plopping down gingerly on the side of the bed. He 
retrieved his beer from the cardboard table and turned his attention to Duff, who was silently checking out 
the tattoo on his right arm. 

Oh, shit. Where'd the fishnet go? 

„oh well 

"So, uh.. | have work in a couple hours, right?" Duff plucked disapprovingly at the collar of his polo shirt. He 
looked nervous. Well, not nervous, but kind of like he was preparing for rejection. 

Slash caught his eye, nodding an unspoken, "Go on." 

The Guy chuckled, a prolific pink tinging his face, neck, and ears. "And, uh.. Pauline bought some food, and.l only 
have some eggs and cheese and maybe a little hot sauce and stuff. D'ya want some? There's not much, but 
there's enough. Plus | got a little coffee and whiskey if you're into that" 

Duff looked as hungover and shitty as Slash felt, but somehow..worse. His shoulders hunched with more than 
just the typical full-body ick. It made Slash think back to before he'd even learned The Guy's name, when he'd 
listened to the lamentations of the Leopard Punk's lost Seattle and his hopeless misplacement in a city 
brimming with mismatched misfits. 

It made Slash bloom a compassionate smile. Plus the scent of brewing coffee made his rickety stomach 
grumble. 


"Yeah, man. I'd be very much into that.” 


Slash's shower was fucking grand. The coffin of a stall was god-fucking-awful, but the water was steamy and 
Pauline had set Slash up with with a smattering of hotel/sample products that would do his chaotic hair some 
justice. 

As he scrubbed and tried to carefully untangle without constantly whacking his elbows, the scents of cooking 
food crept into the tiny bathroom. First something like the smell of baking bread tugged tantalizingly at his 
appetite. Then the scent of scrambled eggs compounded with the overwhelming aroma of coffee called his 
name. 

He made sure to be quick, seeing as Duff had nearly an hour round-trip between Slash's house then to his job. 
It wasn't hard to be fast with his growling stomach, either. 

When he emerged from the literal water closet, it was to an empty living room. There were times he would've 
dashed for the door, but even if he didn't need a ride he was dead set on staying for breakfast. Lunch? 
Brunch? Shit, what time is it? Either way, free food was free food. 

Slash followed his nose (and the long-ass spliced coffee pot cord) to the only other available room. He brushed 
aside the blanket-door to the much, much colder bedroom and found Duff crouched beside the migrated hot 
plate on its double stack of crates, slicing a single jalapeno with a commercial-grade paring knife on a 
corresponding beige plate that were very obviously lifted from his work. A steakhouse, Slash had learned. 
Duff had set up shop in front of the mirrored closet, where all the amenities of the "kitchen" were within 
arms' reach. Because the room was only that fucking big. 

"Hey." Duff glanced up, cordial through a dangling cigarette. "Didn't really wanna cook and eat in the heat and 
sweat all over the food" He stabbed the knife accusingly towards the living room, then dipped it downwards in 
invitation. "Coffee? Help yourself. There's some sugar, cream, | put the whiskey out. This'll be done in a sec. 
You want--?" He raised the neatly cut pepper, his dark brows arching to meet a matching section of brunette 
bangs. 

"Fuck yeah." Slash nodded as firmly as his headache would allow. "Helps with the hangover." 

Duff returned a chuckling, "Hell yeah, man" It was a relieved, easy-going sound that made Slash half-suspect 
the guy was worried he'd run out on him. 

Slash wasn't offended. He took a seat on the floor beside the coffee pot on its maroon milk crate and whipped 
up his magic brew in an earthen brown mug freckled with white speckles. As he mindlessly stirred in his 
whiskey (a brand new Pauline-provided bottle, he gathered), he felt a twinge of sympathy at the assortment 
of condiments before his eyes: take-away packets of salt, pepper, ketchup, sugar, mustard, mayonnaise, honey, 
and single-serve half-n-halfs, all jumbled together in a small, hideously scarred plastic bowl. 

Slash might live with his mom off-and-on between fuck buddies or girlfriends, but damn, he knew that feeling. 
Steam sizzled, and the scent of the cooking pepper began to fill the minuscule room. Slash took a sip of coffee 
to calm his rumbling stomach, blinking to clear the spice that burned his eyes. 

He glanced his watery gaze over Duffs humble mise en place: a modest stack of six tortillas, about four to six 
eggs’ worth of scramble, the littlest Ziploc baggie of shredded cheese Slash had ever seen, a decent jar of 
what looked like homemade salsa, and a restaurant-size bottle of hot sauce. There was also a bag of fat red 
grapes which Duff had been voraciously picking at, and soon offered Slash with an inviting flourish of hand. 
Hell, the least Slash could do was munch his grape, pick up Duff's empty coffee cup and ask, "Refill?" 

"Oh?" Duff's head swiveled around his shoulder, almost owl-like. A grin brightened his thin face. "Yeah. Thanks!" 
"How you like it?" 


Slash prepared Duff's coffee as requested, which just happened to be the same as his own: black with a rich 
kiss of whiskey. And when Slash said rich, he meant rich 

When he passed it back, it was slurped down with elevated brows and a surprised gulp. Duff blinked hard 
several times and hissed, shaking his head and exhaling a puff of liquor heat. 

"Little stiff?" Slash's impish expression glinted beneath his relaxed, freshly-washed curls. "Oops." 

"Nah, it's cool" Duff took a stout swig to reinforce this "coolness," this time refraining from wincing. Mostly. 
He licked his lips, raising the cup in thanks. "Means I'll get to save my other beers for tonight. Which | am def- 
in-ite-ly gonna need" 

In a flash Duff slapped a group of three tortillas on plate, whacked a sufficient amount of eggs on them, then 
passed them to a fascinated Slash, whose hungover head was still somewhere around the first eqg-setting 
when Duff shut off the hot plate, divvied Slash the lion's share of cheese, and began sprinkling sautéed 
jalapenos on his own trio of tacos. 

"Damn, man. You're a fuckin’ whiz at that," Slash admired with a stoner's sluggish, wide-eyed amazement. "It 
was like a blur. Holy cow." 

Duff chuckled softly, easing himself into a seated position on the floor. "Worked in a lot of restaurants. Sorry 
this ain't much.. | kept thinking about breakfast burritos. | donno how to ‘burrito’, though..or if this is even 
enough tortilla fo ‘burrito,’ so." He proudly raised one of his neatly folded tortillas. "Taco. Ya know?" 

Slash was still trying to figure out how the fuck Duff had nearly wolfed down a completely dressed taco 
before Slash so much as drizzled his with jalapenos and that homemade salsa. 

It didn't fuckin’ matter. The boozy coffee was beginning to work its magic, calming his headache and perking up 
his mood. The simple food was good, warm and comforting on his iffy stomach with just the right amount of 
spice. For a trickle of minutes nothing but steady, rapid chewing was heard, and the near-silence wasn't 
difficult or strained like some of the other awkward morning-afters Slash had bravely endured for the sake of 
a free meal. 

"Man, | don't know why you're apologizing. These're pretty damn good." One and a quarter tacos in, Slash took a 
breather. He savored a few sips of cooling coffee, then wheeled a circling mug around the room. "Good idea to 
move, too, the air's nice. Sucks bein’ hot when you're hungover.” 

"Mm" Duff's agreement was an enthusiastic grunt with an even more energetic nod that made his leopard hair 
bounce. With a loud gulp a bite of taco plummeted down his gullet, promptly washed down with the dregs of 
his coffee. 

"God, yeah, it does." He finally nodded, a bit breathless from inhaling food instead of air. "That's my one super, 
super luxury besides my car. Second best thing | have, no fuckin’ joke. Its fuckin’ hot down here, man. | was 
like, ‘What the fuuuck?!" 

"Fuck yeah. No shit," Slash humorously commiserated, refilling Duffs empty mug and topping off his own to 
drain the pot. He was serious about Refreshment Duty. "Pauline hook you up with that?" 

"Uh." Duff took a brief, mischievous pause. He shrugged, eyeing Slash conspiratorially over the rim of his 
coffee mug as he sipped He sat the cup gently down, then slowly licked his lips and snickered, "It fell off the 
back of a truck." 

"Oh, shit," Slash brayed with excitement, "so did mine!" 

"Hal Nice!" 

Slash's cackling high five was returned with the enthusiastic camaraderie of common thieves. 

Bubbly with criminal connection, Slash retrieved his half-eaten tacos. Oh, man, even if being fuck buddies 


wouldn't work out, maybe he'd have a new friend or partner in crime after this! Maybe both. Or maybe even 


all three! 

Shit." Slash beamed to himself about how simple it had been, how quick and easy he'd pulled off that pilfering, 
went back for more, and made a spiffy profit he'd sank into booze, blow, and a shiny new effects pedal he'd 
been pining over. "Man, if my mom knew that, she'd fuckin’ murder me." 

Slash was struck dumb at his own dumbassitude. His eyes went huge, his body stone-like as he froze mid-bite. 
Bringing up my mother like a fucking DIPSHI! He wanted to smack himself in the face. Instead he glued 
embarrassed eyes to Duff, mouth apologetically ajar as he watched the Leopard Punk gorge himself. 

Dude didn't look at all disturbed. Just hungry. 

Slowly, hesitantly, Slash's teeth sank into the soft tortilla 

Duff made a sympathetic sound at Slash's word-vomit of a goddamn shitshow. His head bobbed animatedly, 
making the faux pas-induced blandness on Slash's tongue taste a bit more like breakfast again 

"lm the last of eight kids--" 

"Jesus." 

Slash's astounded face matched his tone. It was at this point that he whapped himself on the forehead for 
being such a gigantic fucking dickhead. 

Duff cracked up, both at Slash's blushing, hand-buried visage and his own familial circumstances. Slash felt a 
gentle pat on his arm and excavated his face from his hands to see The Guy grinning cordially. "Dude, no, it's 
cool. There's a lot of us! Like, by the time | came around my mom was just like, ‘Whatever,’ you know? ‘Do 
what ya want, | don't have the fuckin’ energy.” 

Unified laughter came so much easier than Slash feared. The rosiness drained from his face, leaving him with 
a reassured smile. 

For a while the two traded stories, finishing their remainders of coffee, savoring after-meal cigarettes, and 
cackling at their flexed tales of terrorizing city streets. Slash was a seasoned kleptomaniac while Duff was a 
grand theft auto aficionado. Duff preferred downers and long, smooth sailing while Slash preferred any goddamn 
thing that was put into his hand. Duff favored The Beatles a bit more while Slash fancied the Stones. It seemed 
they could talk about Led Zeppelin all damn day if they had their way. Both liked Debbie Harry, Wendy 0. 
Williams, and indeed, any fine ass woman that intrigued and/or scared the living shit out of them. 

Duff was so easy to talk to that Slash was somewhat sad to pull into the driveway of his Mom's place. Time 
had melted away in the slew of music commentary and 8-tracks popped in and out of the console, the two 
excitedly discussing riffs and fills and backstories while Slash navigated the urban LA. terrain 

Slash was bittersweetly bummed when he retrieved his paper sack of clothes and accessories, casting the man 
beside him a curious, thoughtful look. He wrung the bag in his hands, smirked with a coy, bitten lip, and slowly 
combed his fingertips through the ends of his hair. 

"So. Umm." A flirty giggle left Slash. He twirled a curl around his index finger, wishing the clock would give 
them just a little more time. Just enough for a quickie, damn it, thats alll" Lemme get these shorts back to 
you. Thanks for--" he lifted the bag, shifting himself and guiding his booted foot backwards, unknowingly sliding 
the purse and the hastily-hidden panties he totally meant to grab under the seat, "helpi me get my shit 
together and all that. Again, my mom would murder me." 

He felt no embarrassment for Mom-dropping this go-round. Duff's affable face was slightly obscured through 
his forked nasal exhale, the gigantic, smoky plumes roiling through the window and leaving his sparkling eyes in 
moderate sunshine. 

"No problem," replied Duff. "Especially if she already made the threat." 

"She did, yeah!" Slash made a goofy, stressed face. "So, thanks again, man 


He chortled, cast one last admiring look at Duff, then exited the car. 

He played it cool on the walk up. He was calm and collected, even in combat boots, blue and white striped 
shorts, and his authentic hooker shirt that he knew without a doubt old Mrs. Reece would be cussing him out 
about at from behind her blinds. It was when he got inside and shut the door that he started tearing around 
like a half-naked Tasmanian devil, ripping through the house for a pen and paper. 

The Tuxedo and the Orange bounded faithfully beside their owner, chirping and meowing and darting between 
his speedy feet, desperate for the affection of the cold-hearted son of a bitch who just up and left without 
so much as head scritchies or a half-assed goodbye. That jerk. 

"Yes, hi! | missed you, too." Slash wobbled in his haste, bending to pat the cats as he shoved himself inside a 
pair of jeans pulled from the stone cold dryer. "And I'll be happy to pet you in a sec. l'm tryin’ to get laid again, 
you guys--gimme a damn minute." 

He snatched the shorts and dodged demanding cats all the way back to his basement hideaway, unearthing a 
sketchpad and a Sharpie from a pile of junk on his bed. He slapped the book open, flipped past doodles of chicks 
with killer boobs, some animals, some monsters, some killer monsters with killer boobs, some dinosaurs (but no 
dinosaurs with boobs), and found a blank page. 

He jotted detailed directions like the wind, he knew the Los Angeles greenhorn in the driveway wouldn't be able 
to find his way out of the neighborhood, much less make it to the fuckin’ freeway. Slash liked him, and The 
Guy had fuck all to his name--Slash didn't wanna be responsible for that firing. 

At the bottom of the page Slash inscribed his number as legibly as humanly possible, then signed it with an 
elegantly masculine flourish of his given name. He moved to fold it neatly, a simple gift for a night well spent 
and perhaps an invitation to more, but before he could, another shade of Sharpie caught his eye. 

Moments later he strut confidently back to the idling Maverick, soaking in the late morning sunshine. Noon was 
nearing, the sun was high and radiant in the clear sky, and Mrs. Reece had finally yanked her fuckin’ nose from 
her blinds. It must've been lunchtime. 

"Heyl" Slash's greeting beamed. 

He extended a hand when he reached the driver's door, causing Duff and his expansive road map to flap 
violently at the sudden appendage poking through the open window. Slash tried not to snicker, but it was pretty 
damn cute. 

"Here. Some directions since you're new to the city.." He shugged, sank his free hand in his pocket and shifted 
his bare feet on the heating concrete, playing it super cool now that he was back in dude clothes. He cleared 
some curls from his eyes with a sweep of his head, hoping he looked approachably self-assured and not like a 
total douche. "And.. You know." 

The paper was plucked from Slash's clasped index and middle fingers with a expression of accomplishment that 
damn near outshone the sun itself. The massive, unfurled map was swept from Duff's lap to the empty seat 
beside him. With a cascade of crinkles Duff unfolded the page, sighing out a guffaw of relief. Then, as his eyes 
scanned to the end of the paper, his enjoyment deepened to the pleasurable chuckle of a lusty inside joke. 

"You were a great fuck." Slash bit his lip, grinning giddily. "Sorry | didn't come up with something cooler than 
Sparkles or Sparky." 

"Daaamn, baby," Duff's low, husky voice was as winningly cocky as his grin. His twinkly gaze focused on the 
lower right corner of the paper, where a ruby gem was drawn in red marker. "You can call me whatever ya 
want, so long as ya call me." 

Duff leaned for the glovebox, but Slash came prepared. A scrap of sketch paper and the red Sharpie popped 
into existence, and Duff took them eagerly. 


He took the marker in hand--left hand, Slash noted for horny reasons he didn't understand--and smoothed the 
paper across the steering wheel. The crimson felt tip of the Sharpie hovered for a moment that soon waxed 
into several tense seconds. It bobbed, then dipped, leaving a bright, bleeding stain on the heavy, textured paper. 
Duff's face blanked. Then tightened. His expression grew pained and pale, then went mottled with 
embarrassment. He turned his gaze to Slash, anxious, awkward fingers wringing the tips of his leopard hair. He 
winced as he told his horrified admission, "l.. | can't remember the number." 

His gaze seemed to be scouring the garage door for information that wouldn't appear. In a sigh of defeat Duff 
hung his head, purposefully thumping his brow on the steering wheel. 

"Oh, my god" The mumbled words faintly made it to Slash's engrossed hearing. He tried not to laugh while he 
watched Duff admonish himself with a few more bonks. "Oh, god. | can't remember Pauline's number." 

"You got mine, man. Its good" Slash bumped Duff's shoulder lightheartedly. "Just gimme a call whenever." 
"Yeah? Cooll I'm--" Duff's expression gladdened, though he still placed an apologetic palm on his chest. "I'm 
sorry. | just.totally fuckin’ spaced. I'm so sorry." 

"It was cute." Smile gentle, Slash leaned down, resting himself on crossed arms on the windowsill. "You're cute." 
If Mrs. Reece had it her way, cops would be screaming down the street to slap cuffs on the two miscreant 
males making out in the driveway across the street. Kissing a guy in the open was dangerous, even for 
someone as naturally against the grain as Slash, but fuck Mrs. Reece. Or any other nosy ass neighbor who 
happened to glance in their direction. That sweet, charming porno tongue was worth it. 

Slash couldn't help himself. He giggled as they separated, each of them wearing satisfied grins and looking quite 
pleased. 

"Better get to work," Slash forced himself to say in spite of his nagging half-boner. "Directions should take you 
straight there. Didn't want you to get lost, lose your job, that stuff" 

"Yeah, definitely!" Duff's gaze twinkled as he shifted into gear. Slash could tell the guy was restraining just how 
ecstatic he felt. "Thank you! And thanks for...ya know. Keeping me company this mornin’. Was really nice to have 
an actual talk with someone." A self-conscious edge peeked through Duff's elated smile. 

The Maverick slowly rolled free of the drive, and Duff pulled it swiftly and dexterously to the curb. He grinned 
merrily out the passenger's window and waved, "See ya, Saul! Take care!" 

Waving in cool yet excited return, Slash watched the Maverick vanish around the corner, three houses down. 
He sighed and scratched his head in thought, wondering, even hoping that the phone would bring him good news 
in the coming week. Then he turned on the hot concrete and trudged into the house; the needy cats needed 
tending, and the contents of the paper bag needed proper sorting and storage, lest Ola rain down her wrath. 
The directions were a lifesaver, but Duff still managed to get turned around in the swathes of neighborhoods 
before he found the goddamn freeway. But from then on, it was smooth sailing. A full belly, four cigarettes, 
The Clash, and the memory of the night before left him pumped up and ready for the long, grueling day of 
scrubbing dishes. 

He came to a stop into his usual spot in the scorching, shadeless parking lot, glad that the sun would long be 
down by the time he'd be seeing the Maverick again 

High as hell on success he grinned at the name, number, and drawing inscribed rather beautifully on the paper. 
Was that guy an artist? Wow! He folded it hastily and slipped it into in his jeans pocket without second thought. 
Groaning, he stretched toward the passenger's floorboard to grab his work apron, pinching his fingertips 


around a thin black strap and yanking at it until a pair of transparent panties launched themselves at his face. 


‘Oh, damn!" Duff snatched them from the air, executing a perfectly recovered fumble. He couldn't believe his 
luck as he wound the airy fabric through his fingers, being sure to keep them low and out of sight of 
customers. 

"Aw, holy shit," he chuckled wickedly to himself. "Jackpot!" 

Then work called and said the two seconds were over, so he recovered the actual apron from where it 
sat.right beside his ass. He looped the neckline over his head, fixed the strip of fabric beneath the stupid 
collar on his shirt, then hastily shoved the panties back under the seat, brimming with fantasies for later. 
But his fingers nudged something else. Something cold that made a metallic clinking sound. With a hurried sigh 
he yanked on it, flinging out a purse that whomped solidly against the glovebox. 

Duff dangled it before his face like fish on a line. He stared, wide-eyed. And maybe just a tiny bit terrified. 


"Oh, god. His mom really i gonna kill him." 


Chapter Seven: Pretty Fly (with Blue Hair, Guy) 


Author's Notes: 

Oh, man, y'all. | meant to have this ready for Christmas/New Years, but our fucking car got stolen right out 
of our driveway on hubby's birthday, two fucking days after Christmas with everyone's presents still in it. 
More crazy, fucked up shit's happened, but | won't bore ya. Though life's been a clusterfuck for the last few 
months, it's finally here :D Hope y'all enjoy the final chapter of Dude in a Dress! 


Slash wasn't one to sit by and wait for the phone to ring. If a fling called, they called. If they didn't. 
Man. That fuckin’ bites. But whatcha gonna do? 

Alas, it had been nearly a month, 

Slash could've sworn he'd judged things better. 

Well, fuck 


That's not to say his phone didn’t ring because it sure the hell did. Tami, a chick who had infiltrated his 
friendship circle via Steven's girlfriend, had somehow gotten a hold of his number and was dutifully calling him 


several times a day, "Just to chat" 


Slash was in a semi-self-induced dry spell since the emergence of Ruby Honeywell, and while Tami could be a 
bit.intense..he figured she could also provide him with a distraction from his perplexing predicament. She was 
cute, and even though she talked about shit Slash didn’t really understand or therefore care about, they did 
manage regular pleasant exchanges about movies and art that didn't make his exploitation of her interest seem 


so inappropriate. Then again, she started it. 


The Deluxe Tami Package came fully equipped with a car. A car that Slash frequently made use of so long as 
he dropped her off at work and picked her up on time. It was very clear to him that they weren't dating, that 
this was a no-strings-attached fuck buddy situation, but Tami seemed to think the more inches she gave 


Slash, the more miles he'd give in return. 


Really, he just put more miles on the car, driving all over hell and creation posting flyers for the band he and 
Steven were still struggling to get off the ground. 


Shocking no one, things rapidly soured between Slash and Tami. He was frustrated with everything and done 


with everyone and she couldn't seem to wrap her head around it. He had no clue how she was confused 


because he'd laid it out in black and white several times, but it seemed Tami was like a persistent rash that 


popped back up as soon as he got it to go the hell away. 
When he told her to fuck off over the phone, she called right back 


When he stopped answering the phone, she decided to crash his job at the magazine stand the day after, 
interrupting an important call pertaining to one of his flyers. Luckily, an hour and a half later, the owner 
showed up by chance and successfully shooed Tami away, much to Slash's smug and relieved satisfaction. He 
enjoyed his nice, cushy job at the stand: he sat around devouring music and car ‘zines, newspapers, and half- 
disquised nudie mags, selling genres of all tastes to people of all descriptions, all the while taking calls he hoped 
would lead him to the band's missing link--Tami wasn't about to fuck up that sweet ass cake. 


Days later, Slash trudged wearily into Ola's home one night after a particularly deflating shift at the stand. 
Four calls he'd had, and not one of the guys on the other end gelled with he or Steven's ideas. 


At this point Slash would entertain Tiny Tim and his fucking ukulele if it meant getting something off the 
fucking ground. Jesus, maybe he should learn the goddamn ukulele. At least itd fill the crushing expanses of 
dead time. 


He stomped defeatedly into the kitchen, mumbling dismissive hellos to the cats and yanking an icy, comforting 
beer from the refrigerator. His ass met a dining chair harder than he meant it to as he sat down at the 


table, groaning a sigh and rubbing his temples before he cracked open the can. 
Head tossed back, the cold liquid swilled down his throat, making his muscles shiver and relax with pending 


alcoholic relief. He closed his eyes, licked his wet lips and sighed again, quivering all over in a fit a delightful 
chills that ended with a quiet burp. 


A muted thunk and an inquisitive Brr? made him open his weary eyes. The Orange sat primly on the table 


before him, her usually large amber eyes mostly closed while she blinked slowly and purred a lazy rumble. 


Slash sat down his beer. He frowned sarcastically at the cat, raising arched, playfully admonishing eyebrows as 
he scooped her from the tabletop and rested her on his lap, as she hated being cradled. 


"You know you're not supposed to be up there," he said gently, giving her neck affectionate scratches. "That's 
gross. You shit in a box, bitch. Don't put your feet where we fuckin’ eat" 


The happy cat purred beneath her owner's showered attention, and Slash began a soft, screechy, sing-song 
chant, "Don't put your feet where we fuckin’ eat. Don't put your feet where we fuckin’ eat. Don't put your 
fee--" 


‘Oh, hey, you're home." 


"Shit! 


The Orange didn't take flight, but Slash startled hard enough that she spooked and darted away, leaving him 
with at least I0 tiny claw marks on his thighs. 


"Ow, damn!" Slash rubbed his stinging legs, wincing towards his mother. "You scared the hell outta me." 


Ola stepped forward, clothed in the big, fluffy robe a garter-wearing Slash had frantically wrapped around his 


waist hardly a month ago. It had since been laundered, of course, but he still blushed whenever she wore it. 


"Tough day at the office?" Ola crossed her arms. She studied her son concernedly as he half-nodded, a twisted 


grimace scowling his vacant, pinkish features. "Wanna talk about it?" 


Slash exhaled, taking a few seconds to ponder the offer. He raised his gaze, then raised his emptying can 


"Would you get me another, please?" 


Ola grabbed one for herself, too, then sat down across from him. Her question was hushed through two 


carbonated pops, "What's goin’ on, baby?" 


Slash took a few respectable but modest sips. When he went to set the can down he hovered it above the 
table, lightly tapping the aluminum to wood as he ironed out his thoughts. 


‘Nothin’ much. Just.frustrated. Band's going no where. Can't find anywhere we fit. Can't find anyone who fits. | 
talked to four guys today, and not one of the motherfuckers was worth trying out. I'm fuckin’ broke--can't 
cash my check ‘cause | can't find my goddamn wallet. Tami won't fuck off, Steven's being stupid, l." A heavy 
breath swooped from Slash. He slumped, then took three long, therapeutic chugs of beer, swiping his lips clean 
just before they snarled with emotion. "I'm just.pissed off, | guess. Shit just fucking sucks, | don't know." 


From Ola's perspective, watching Slash's thumb twang halfheartedly across the rim of the can, he looked more 
sullen than pissed off. It had been a couple weeks since he'd been home, and their last interactions hadn't been 


completely peaceful. 


"And | take it you're not pissed at me anymore?" Slash added, elevating his beer as an example of an olive 


branch. "You didn't chew my ass yet, | noticed" 

It sounded snippier than he'd meant it. He grimaced apologetically. "Sorry. [--" 

"Hang on" 

Ola shoved herself from the table, and Slash braced for an onslaught that never began. He watched warily as 
she walked to the counter, keeping her back toward him, and retrieved something he couldn't see. When she 


came back to the table she tossed a wallet smack dab in front of him, burying something in her plush, quickly- 


crossed robe sleeves. 


"There's one thing off your shit list." Olas smirk was slightly devilish. "That make your day better?" 


Slash's chuckle was cathartic. Tension drained from his neck and shoulders as he opened the wallet and 
carefully counted his small but very important bills, trying to remember the last time he'd even seen the 


damn things. 


"Oh, thank goa" He grinned elatedly to himself. He pulled out his real and fake IDs just to double-check the 
authenticity, then merrily set the wallet aside, giving it a few affectionate, thankful pats. "Where'd you find it? 


I've been looking everywhere for weeks! | thought fuckin’ Tami--" 


"Got it from some scrawny white boy who looked like he was about to shit a brick on my doorstep. Came by 
about a week ago," Ola said, smooth as butter and knowing as hell. "Long and lanky. Kinda looked like a cheetah." 


A cold pit of cognizance hollowed Slash's stomach. A lump jammed his throat as he tried and failed not to 
panic, straightening his spine and fidgeting laced fingers. "Wh-what about a leop--cheetah? |, | mean--" 


"Said a girl named Pauline said to drop this off" Ola freed her crossed arms and placed a purse before Slash's 
mortified eyeballs. Her own went bright with the dark mischief of a trickster oracle as the lengths of chain 
clinked into perfect, round little snake coils, threatening to fling themselves at Slash like a tattletale cobra. 


"He kinda talked like a robot.. | don't know what he was so nervous about, but he sure was." Ola picked up her 
beer, swinging it in a light, playful grip as she studied her ever-shrinking son. "Nice kid, though. My good lighter 
was still in there. And you still got money, too." 

"Y-yeah." Oh, fuck, Slash felt like he was on fire. "It's.. Its all there, too." 


“Goddamn, | am good!" Slash went as red as a radish at the accuracy of Ola's personal cheer. She gave the 
tabletop a congratulatory smack, then extended an encouraging forefinger to her son. "You know that means he 
wants To see you again, right?" 

'|--" Slash's response fizzled. He cleared his throat of an imaginary obstruction, smoke threatening to pour 
from his ears. He tried again, struggling to make words out of his flip-flopping thoughts while his mother 
smiled on, embarrassing and untowardly lordly in her amusement. 


On impulse he blurted, "I don't wanna talk about it." 


"Bullshit" Ola sat back down and lit up a cigarette, a gesture Slash mimicked with gusto because he knew there 
was no escape. "Start talkin." 


"| said | don't wanna talk about it, Mom." 


"Bull-shit. By the way you're actin’ and the way he was cringing, there was chemistry there." 


"| dont--" 
"Aint no shame in chemistry, baby. Makes for some of the best damn--' 
"This is dfferent* Slash's stern ire cut her off. "I don't wanna talk about it! 
Ola peered tiredly at her son. "Different how?" 

"You know how." 

"| do?" 

" Yeah" 


"Okay? And? Just be more fucking careful about doin’ what you do where you do. Don't get your ass caught, 
get arrested, or get fuckin’ killed And real quick while I'm thinkin’ about it: If you wanna be a drag queen, baby, 
| am fully supportive. One-hundred percent behind it! | think that may be more dangerous than hookin' up that 
raggedy little cheetah, though." 

"No, | don't--" Slash's dour mood broke in a reluctant, bewildered laugh. "What?! | don't wanna be a drag queen," 


he said seriously, but with a genuine smile. "It's." 
He sighed tensely, rubbing his fingertips into his eyes. lime fo surrender. 


"So it.. It went good. Really good," he began, then took a deep, stressed pull from his cigarette. "And when it 
goes good, they call, you know?" 


Ola nodded. This was routine stuff. 


"Well." Slash shrugged helplessly. "No call. Which sucks ‘cause.. You know, other..'stuff aside," his face went 
incandescent again, "the guy was cool. We had a lot in common. Music and shit, and he was easy To talk to. | 


thought maybe | had a friend. Or new..other..stuff. Sucks. Thought there'd be some kinda..follow-up." 


Slash felt incredibly awkward making himself speak those words. It wasn't the whole truth, but it was the 
largest fraction he was comfortable sharing with Ola. She had been his only accomplice for this caper, 
therefore she was the only one privy to such sensitive information. Making the unexpected, ultimate most out 
of being a dude in a dress for one night wasn't something he was sure any of his friends would get. Or believe. 


Or maybe even tolerate. 
One thing was sure: his smokin’ hot alter ego identity crisis wasn't up for discussion 


Ola frowned in consideration. Her gaze ran sluggishly across the table, searching for answers as if she could 


divine fortunes from wood grain. She tapped a considerable length of ash in the blue glass tray, then inhaled, 


slow and thoughtful. 


"He mostly rattled off a bunch of gibberish in the two seconds we talked," she said, propping her elbow on the 
table and resting her chin on the heel of her hand. "Something about Pauline, a changed schedule, and 
something wet." Ola chuckled softly, almost saucily. "He got really flustered and embarrassed when he said, 
‘wet! He went red-faced, mumbled, ‘Thanks,' and toddled back to his car and took off. Like l'm some old, stuck- 
up fuddy duddy." 


Slash's reaction was a mixture of lackluster, fabricated laughter and authentic cringing. Yeah.he wasn't really 
cool talking about wet things with his mom, either. 


He immediately shied from the subject, "So.was that it? Nothing else?" 

"Nope." Ola shook her head. "Just, ‘Hello,' terrified babbling, ‘wet, then he fumbled the purse at me and went." 
Slash ran both hands through his hair, baring his puzzled expression and murmuring a breathy, "What the 
fuck." that sounded mystified and desirous all at once. "He didn't leave a number? Pauline's number? Fuckin’ 


nothin? And what with ‘wet?! Why..2" 


"Nope. No number." Ola's head shook the same negative reply, then with a sudden grimace she added, "And who 


the hell is Pauline in all this shit? Do | even wanna know?" 


"She's his neighbor. It's a long story." Slash chuckled. "Well, not long, but.. Uh.. Nevermind. Anyway, he doesn't 
have a phone, so he uses hers. Actually, he didn't have much of anything, really.” 


"Bet not, washin' dishes at a steakhouse," Ola breezed. "Boy was soaked from shoulders to shins." 
Slash stared blankly at the ashtray in front of him. He had to, lest he smack himself in his stupid face. 


Shit, he hadn't even thought of that. The Guy had said he'd worked in a lot of restaurants, so Slash just 
assumed The Guy was a cook. Especially the way he'd so beautifully slammed down those tasty tacos. 


‘Oh... Yeah. Totally." Slash tried not to sound as distracted, lost, and asinine as he was. "But. Well.. You know.." He 
slung small, confused gestures in the air. "Why wouldn't he just, like, leave the number in his car if he's a 
dishwasher? Keep it safe, remember where it is? Not get it fucking wet?" 

"| don't know, baby. Why do you lose your wallet every three goddamn days?" 


Slash glowered at his mother. 


Ola glared right back. 


Slash wisely looked away. He picked up his fourth Ola-funded wallet of the year as a distraction, cracking it 
back open and thumbing through his cash. 


"All l'm sayin’ is that's what happened," Ola relented with an elevation of palms and a, "Damn right, you better 


back down," arch of her eyebrows. "Do you--" 


Slash called out the name of the steakhouse as clear and crisp as a bell. He shot upright in his seat, muttering 
astonished, "Oh, shit! Oh, shit, shit, shits!" as he held aloft a manila business card, its large, blank margins 
scribbled with blue pen. 


"It was, like, way, way down in the back. | didn't see it!" Slash yammered excitedly, flipping the card over and 
over in thrilled disbelief. "Fuck yeah, this is fuckin’ killer. lm gonna go give him a ring.’ 


The chair screeched as Slash leapt from the table, returning to peck Ola on the cheek and give her a hasty 
hug around the neck. "Thanks! And thanks for the wallet, too!" His fingers scrambled around the cheap leather, 
then he spun to strut proudly to his underground abode. "Later!" 


Slash bolted out of the kitchen, his feet thundering a near perfect drum roll as he pattered down the stairs to 
the basement. The cats were too slow this go and he descended solo, nestling on his bed and gazing curiously, 


nervously, delightedly at the card. 


He grabbed the phone from the nightstand and sat it gingerly in front of him. He stared fixatedly at the card, 
at the navy blue ink that, while on one side displayed Pauline's #, held a lengthy memo that snaked around and 
around the opposite side's roomier rectangular edges until it nearly scribbled out the neatly centered 


steakhouse logo: 


Forgot purse under seat. Sorry 4 late return and no call Paper w/ # disintegrated N pocket at work. Would be 
cool 2 hang out! Hope 2 hear from Ul Duff AKA Sparkles 


The card spun circles as Slash repeatedly read the small, tightly crammed penmanship. He wasn't usually this 
nervous about booty calls or anything with potential, but goddamn if, Ruby Honeywell had been making his life 


difficult and he needed answers 


lt doesn't matter. It doesn’t fucking matter, he soothed himself, taking a deep breath. Things were cool the 
morning after and he said he wants to hang out, so..fuck it! IE was just fucking make-up and dress, get the fuck 
outta your head Its fine, its fne just do it! 


With a final lungful of air Slash lifted the receiver and jabbed in the number. The tiny clicks of the buttons 

surged his adrenaline. His guts snagged into loopy knots with each long, grueling, indeterminate ring. The tones 
hummed on and on in Slash's ear, peaking his anxiety as he wound a curl around his forefinger, fidgeting and 
tugging it as he waited and waited. He exhaled a sigh of stress, then reached to fumble a cigarette from the 


pack when the line went dead. 


He pulled the receiver from his ear. He frowned, relieved, agitated, and confusedly at it, then hung it back up. 


He made sure to double-check the numbers before and while he was dialing this time. Shit happens. He was 


excited and nervous--he could've totally punched it in wrong--that was probably what it was. 


The zero-G sensation of anticipation fluttered in his stomach while the phone rang, and rang, and rang again. 


Then the line went dead. No answering machine. 
"What the fuck?" The phone groaned a pained brrring as Slash dropped the receiver in the cradle. "Okay." 
He glanced at the clock It was 8:49 in the evening, 

Maybe Pauline has an early John, he consoled himself 


Slash was only nineteen--he wasn't wise in the world of hookers. And while he'd met a few, perhaps even 
purchased services on a couple occasions, he wasn't sure whether or not their work schedule was..well..an 


actual schedule. 
Try again tomorrow, | guess 
"Ya ready bro?!" 


Steven burst from the ether behind Slash, grabbing his shoulders hard and shaking him like a ragdoll 


Slash muffled a startled gasp, trying to keep quiet to avoid more stares than he was already getting from the 
late dinner crowd, scandalous as he was in his worn blue jeans with an offensive slogan slapped on his 
sleeveless white shirt. Nonetheless, the patrons of Canter's were treated to a Steven Special, a little ditty 
comprised of his excited, nonsensical dithering as he rattled Slash's brain and blocked his view of the two 
female bodies that slid into the opposite side of the round booth. One of them came to rest very, very close 


to Slash. 


"Ya rockin? Ya rollin’? You ready to go? How you feeliy ‘bout this guy, huh?" Steven let go, slinging himself into 
the booth and sandwiching the ladies between Slash and himself. He wrapped a champion's arm around his 
girlfriend, who leaned reflexively into him while maintaining a steady stream of chatter with her friend, whose 


ass was pressed right against Slash's thigh. 


‘lm not really sure how I'm feeling," Slash lied with a murderous glare. He leaned far over the table, having to 
do quick left-to-right maneuvers while he attempted to talk to Steven through the teased masses of hair 
separating them. 


Steven saved him the effort. He flung himself across the tabletop and hovered on his elbows just in time to 
read Slash's silent, snarling lips, Why the hell are they here? What the hell, man, this is an interview! And who is 
she? 


Slash nudged a thumb discreetly to the straight-haired brunette between them, seeing as he already knew 


April, Steve's blonde, wavy-haired flavor of every-few-months. 


| dont know. | cant remember. To Steven's credit, he looked utterly bewildered and helpless. And not his usual 
dpshit-helpless--actual helpless-helpless. He shrugged, face apologetic. They just, ike, came together. She, he 
gestured vaguely to the brunette, was at the apartment. They were hangin out, then | said | gotta go, and.. he 


waved again, making a "I couldn't stop them!" expression. / fold ‘em it was private, but.. 


Goddamn it, Steve. Slash's irk was silent, as was his eye roll. "Fuck it. Did you at least bring the shit?" He said 


aloud. 


"Hell yeah, | didl" Steven's exclamation was reined-in, thankfully. He presented a brown paper bag with a 
restrained, yet whimsical pump in the air, then slid it carefully across the table for Slash's trouble. "Crack it 


open, man" 


Grinning gleefully, Slash hid the "disguised" bottle below the table-line. With a hearty crrrrk the plastic tabs 
snapped, the red lid was tossed, and paper crinkled as Slash wiggled his fingers inside to take a peek at the 


clear spirit wafting its way towards his nose. 


"Vodka," whispered Steven, the second before Slash found the label. It was cheap shit, but it was better than 
no shit. 


"Fuck yeah." Slash smirked. "Far out, man. Bottom's up!" 
"Bottom's up, brother!" 


For the next several minutes the bottle passed steadily from man to man, making frequent pit stops for April 
and Christina, Steven finally whispered about a third of a bottle-in Perhaps she'd tagged along to try to score 
a date with Slash, but seeing as she hadn't even introduced herself, maybe she hadn't liked what she'd seen 


Pfff, he didn't wanna date, anyway. /ts a waste of fuckin’ time--who gives a shit about love? Where the hell 


were all the chicks who just wanted to fuck? Those were the ones he needed to find. 


"So, hey," Steven retrieved him from his reverie. "It's ten ‘til. Who're we lookin! for? What's up? Fill me in a 


bit." 


‘Oh, yeah." Slash slid forward in his seat, weaving his fingers and resting his forearms on the table. He was 
uncertain if it was from the liquor or the seven inches of space Christina had granted him, but he was 


noticeably more relaxed, 


"So, um.. | didn't get a name ‘cause some shit was going down across the street. Two dudes were, like, goin’ at 
it--I think it was, like, a pickpocket gone wrong or something. But nah, the guy was really cool. Said he's really 
into Alice Cooper, Led Zeppelin, and punk rock. He's not from here, so | gave him some more ‘local! 


recommendations..social D, TSOL, Fear. He seemed real enthusiastic and upbeat about it." 


Steven put a hand to his chest, clutching his pearls of chest hair beneath a massively holey blue-grey shirt. 
His eyes flew wide with sarcastic shock as he gasped. 


"Holy. Fucking. Shit. Do.. Are you actually." lowered his voice, muttering the word like it was frighteningly taboo, 
"hopetul?" 


"Fuck you." 


"Dude!" Steven's face was encouragingly flabbergasted, Slash struggled to keep his expression neutral and 


unimpressed. "Holy shit, it's a goddamn miracle!" 
The corner of Slash's mouth twitched A laugh began tugging at his belly. "Fuck off." 


"Dude, no! In all seriousness," Steven leaned forward, a grin on his face as he snatched a packet of crackers 


from the basket a waiter had recently replenished, "no shit: I'm just glad we're moving. Anyone, fucking anyone 


at this point." 


Slash took a swig of iced water, then recoiled in foul distaste. He drained his hydrating glass in the girls’ 
emptier cups and replaced his simple H20 with some of the finest bottom-shelf vodka, they were none the 


wiser. 


"Yeah, he seems cool," Slash returned, taking a sip of chilly, fiery refreshment. "All | know is he's gonna be 
wearin’ a long red coat and he's got blue hair. Like, bright blue, he said" 


"Blue hair?" Steven did a double-take, shaking his head before hyena-cackling, "Oh, my god! Is he fucking gay?" 


The lively hum of the restaurant went still. Most of the tables stopped and stared, the diners showcasing a 
myriad of different expressions. No one at the Table of Scrutiny noticed. 


"Can he play guitar?" Slash gave an unconcerned shrug, Ruby on his mind as he tried not to incriminate 
himself. "Or bass? Can he sing? Can he write? He said he's been in a lot of bands and he has experience with, 
like, fuckin’ everything: PR, touring, networking. | wanna at least talk to the guy." 


Steven's features lit with anticipation. He glowed as he scooted closer to April, grinning and nodding towards the 
restaurant's entrance, a few tables behind Slash. 


"Well, won't be long," said Steven excitedly. He scooched April over a bit more so there was plenty of room to 


his left, directly across the table from Slash. "Pretty sure that's our guy!" 

"Is it?" 

Steven waved the guy over, gesturing to the vacant seat beside him. Slash could tell Steve was playing it cool: 
he'd quickly calmed his bubbly demeanor and exhibited a small correction of posture: a slight turning of his 
back towards the girls and their unrelated subjects. He reeled in his enthusiasm for focused quietude, tuning 
into the conversation to come. Slash appreciated this show of commitment and seriousness, even if he wasn't 
gonna say it. 


"Hey, man," Slash said the second a red leather coat came into view. 


He'd fucked up by watching the street fight. He wound up asking the guy for his name two more times after 
he'd initially said it, but Slash's brain was in the brawl, not the call. dot 


"lim Slash." 
He extended a greeting hand, and another gripped it. 


A beat up, braided black leather bracelet. Yellow twine on a thin, pale wrist. He noted the black leather sleeves 


and a single row of black harlequin diamonds trimmed along the the coat's crimson side parel. 
Slash looked up, studying the face beneath fluffy, vibrant blue hair. 
"Hey, yeah, Duff! We talked last week about the ad." 


The moment it clicked was silent. Their hands shook as naturally as any greeting, but Slash's grip went 


instantly sweaty. 

Duff had the decency not to drop it and fling Slash's perspiration in his own face. He gave Slash's hand a 
squeeze and put on a reassuring smile that was nigh indistinguishable from a cheerful hello, acting no different 
than any other unfamiliar interaction with someone he was trying to make comfortable. 


"Yeah, man! Thanks for meeting up with mel" 


Slash disguised his outer shock well, he thought. Internally, all his machinery was smoking, going haywire with 


bouncing sparks and sprung springs. Even his ears were fucking ringing. 
Jesus fucking Christ! That's the guy.. Thats The Guy? Holy fucking shit, thats The Guy! How did | not know? 


He struggled to soften his too-wide grin, he needed to look genial, not suspiciously happy, goddamn it. His head 
needed to be in the game, motherfucker. He didn't feel like dealing with Steven's endless harassment and ball 


busting if he gave himself away..even though he almost had without realizing it. 


"With us," Steve corrected warmly. He introduced himself, holding out his hand and raising the "disguised" bottle 


to the ready. "I'm Steven. Drummer. Good to meet ya, man! Vodka?" 


Duff sank into the booth after a lively handshake, beaming at the welcome gift before his eyes. "Whoa, yeah! 
Great way to say hello, huh? Thanks!" 


"Well, damn. Passed the first question right off the bat!" Steven hooted a cheering laugh, giving the new guy 


and Slash an approving nod. "Very cool." 


Across the table, Johnny Thunders peered moodily at Slash from the depths of Duff's red leather jacket, two 
black lapels framing his dourness. It seemed Mr. Thunders had been SWAK‘d, his cheekbone stamped with faded 
ruby red lips that hadn't quite come off in the wash. 


Slash remembered the wobbly headbutt that formed that kissy mark. And the very public groping that went 


on soon after it. In rather graphic detail, too. 


He didn't need to think about that right now. Shit, he didn't even want to look at The Guy too long or the in 


wrong damn manner with Steven and April around. 

"So," he said instead, resolutely in the game, "you find the place okay?" 

"Yeah! It was no problem." Duff took a quick swig of vodka, and Slash half-wondered if it wasn't to hide a 
snicker after he'd taken a good, long gander at Steven Duff's eyes sparkled a bit when he said, "Plus I've been 
in town for, like, five months now, so l'm finally established and been able to catch some gigs and stuff nearby. 


Slowly expanding. Learning the city. Makin! connections, you know?" 


"Yeah. Cool." Slash smiled, trying not to dwell too dreamily on the "connections" part. "Connections are always 


good to have. Oh! Didja get a chance to listen to any of the bands | told you about?" 


"Actually, yeah! My buddy at work has some tapes, and we jam to those. He even made me a mix tape and 


took me to a fuckin Wasted Youth show, too. It was fuckin’ killer" 
"Aw, man." Slash and Steven voiced their lament as one. 


"Ugh We missed out on that one because someone's girlfriend went fucking psycho." Steven glared Slash's 


direction. "I still haven't forgiven you." 


It wasn't my fucking fault.” Slash flopped his arms dramatically, expression exasperated. "And Tami wasn't my 
girlfriend. Besides, | made it up to you, so stop bitching about it." 


"Yeah, true. A beautiful new practice pad." Steven sighed lovingly, looking far into the rosy distance. "Is almost 
worth getting kicked in the nuts, scratched in the face, and missing the show. Almost" 


A beautifully discounted pawn shop gift of relative quiet and the beginnings of Tami finally fucking off? Slash 
thought. Totally worth it! Hi catch the next show. 


"That sucks, man You guys missed out--it was great!" Duff was beaming, swelling with joy so potent it looked 
like he might combust. Slash figured shows were probably his form of therapy, and it seemed like he'd been 
needing some for a long, long time. "I've still got bruises! Man, they played this song.. 


The wonder at one blistering tune sparked a wildfire of discussion. Steven was pleased to discover a fellow 
drummer who knew nearly every riff and fill he bought up, and even shine new insight into them from a 
bassist's perspective. He didn't fuckin’ dally throwing Slash under the bus for not sharing his fervent love of 
KISS either. He spent a hearty twenty minutes dishing out their discography with Duff, April occasionally 


chiming in with a several relevant and welcomed suggestions. 


Slash picked up the easy ebb and flow where he'd left it in the car. Duff was playing it as cool as he was: 
visibly happy, but not dubiously so--just a newbie who was glad for good conversation and digging the 


burgeoning chemistry. 


Slash managed to tug Duff back into a Led Zeppelin pool where the table (minus Christine) waded zealously for 
over half an hour. Duff had a wide variety of influences, and was able to constructively pick apart and 
compliment Slash's spitballed ideas without coming off harsh or condescending, which was something only 
Steven and a precious few others managed. 


In the back of his mind, half-listening to Duff and April hashing out the Beatles, Slash wondered where the hell 
this guy's gear had been. He supposed the only likely place to shove instruments in that matchbox of an 


apartment would've been the mirrored closet he hadn't gotten to snoop in. 


The air around the table was festively intoxicated and cheery, the tabletop littered with ashes, microscopic 
napkin balls, copious cracker wrappers, emptied coffee creamer capsules, and hollow sugar packets: the confetti 


of young miscreants. 


Lively chatter babbled for more than two hours. Slowly, the bottle dwindled beneath its crumpled paper sleeve, 
going dry after Steven and Slash wordlessly agreed to give Duff the last fat, final swig, a gesture of good will 
This guy was the first promising person to share their presence in months, and he was super cool? It was a 


no-brainer! 


But unfortunately, the vodka became a critical peace offering. It was a necessary gift to cover their collective 


asses after the table's drunken lurker, Christine, was struck with an urgent, nagging question 


The table abuzz, she veered towards Duff mid-conversation, grabbing his attention with a flailing hand and 
nearly knocking over April's piping coffee to gush, "Heeey.. Hey! Are you gay?" 


The words vanished from Duff's mouth. 

April went pale and aghast despite her pinkish face. 
Steven appeared scandalized, yet grotesquely curious. 
Slash wanted to fucking die. 


Duff's fingers knowingly went to his hair, almost peacock blue, Slash admired, though he was still horrified. 
Duff combed though the bright poofs, giving them some impressive fluff, then shrugged off the comment 


with a chuckle. "Nah. | just like to dye my hair. It's really common in the punk rock scene, where l'm from." 
"Oh," Christina said, a little red in the cheeks but unabashed by the alcohol. "Are you sure?" 


Duff's laughter allowed Steven, Christine, April, and even Slash, who had hidden in his hair and was sizzling alive, 


an indispensable moment to giggle off the awkwardness. 
"Yeah, l'm pretty sure," Duff stated confidently, almost placatingly. "I am most definitely not gay." 


Slash was so fucking happy half an hour later when Steven heaved a great, roaring sigh. He stretched his arms 
in the air, groaned, then dropped the right one around April, pulling her snugly to his side. 


"Well, its gettin’ late," Steven observed through the long-since-dark windows behind Slash. "Me and this little 
lady better head on home. Christine? Ride?" 


Slash slid from the booth so Duff didn't have to: another silent apology for the catastrophe his Dipshit had 
allowed to tag along. Christine, April, then at last Steven wound their way from the booth to balance 
themselves on liquored-up feet while Slash sank back to his seat, silently chomping at the bit to take his first 


unclenched breath of the evening. 


"Was good to meet you, Duff!" Steven shook Duff's hand with bubbly, intoxicated happiness. "M pretty sure 


you ‘n Slash can hook somethin’ up tonight. Look forward to jammin’ with ya, man!" 
Steven patted Slash roughly on the back, then swooped down to give him a crushing hug. 


"/ lke him," he whispered giddily near Slash's ear, his breath a mix of saltines and cigarettes. He drummed four 


rough, rousing swats on Slash's chest. "Try him out tonight! Lemme know how it goes." 


"Of course." Slash swallowed hard, unable to stop his blush at the one-sided double entendre. He returned his 
buddy's strong hug and bid and April farewell with her own. Christina only got a glare. 


The restaurant was much quieter. There was usually a lull between dinner and the late night crowd, and Slash 
was glad for the peace. He drew a fresh, undisguised breath, and for the first time he looked, actually /ooked, 


at the man across the table. 


Slash could see where Ola had gotten the "cheetah" description Duff was somehow even skinner than he was 
nearly two months ago. His eyes seemed too big, slightly sunken in his face, and his were cheeks taut. His 
bright blue hair harbored dark spots, deeper-colored shoals that still held the evidence of its formerly golden 
leopard life. It looked whimsical. So fluffy, lighthearted, and cotton candy-like on this bony, bedraggled, punk rock 


raggamuffin who was being eaten alive by his red leather trench. 


It hadn't slipped past Slash that Duff spent the duration of the interview slyly eyeballing plates of food that 
ambled past the table. Hunger had flickered in Duff's eyes countless times before he forced himself to sip 
water and chuckle at a joke Steven, April, or Slash had cracked. He'd helped himself to a couple saltines, but 


Steven and April were shoveling them down so regularly Slash figured he hadn't wanted to compete. 


Slash had been staring again, though this time there was neither glittery sparkles nor dim, colorful lights. He 
tuned in as their gazes met across the grubby table, in time to see Duff's softly happy expression greet his. 


"Hey," said Duff 

'Hey" Slash smiled back. "You hungry?" 

Duff's cheer dissolved. He glanced away quickly, then forced a flimsy grin before looking back. "Uhh." 
Oh, shit. | embarrassed hm 


"IFs just.. m hungry." Not lke it isn’t true. "And I've been friends with the owner's kid forever, so me and my 
friends get free soup. Would you like some?" 


"Oh." Duffs DANGER face faded. His shoulders relaxed beneath the heavy red coat, and his hands left his lap 
to rest, fingers woven, on the dirty tabletop. "Yeah! But are..are you sure?" 


"You fed me" Slash spoke it with an unshakable, "No shit, Sherlock," tone that made both of them grin "It's 


barley bean. Is that cool?" 
"Totally." 


A tinge of the desperation Slash had heard in his eavesdropping the morning after bled into Duff's response. He 
was pretty sure he'd heard the guy's stomach growl with him in reply. 


Slash slid the nearly-depleted basket of crackers Duff's way, then nabbed a napkin from the dispenser and 
started tidying up the table. It was good teamwork: Duff nibbled at a saltine while stacking and sorting dishes in 


an all-too-practiced manner, and soon Slash rattled off their order to Birdie, a waitress as old as dirt and 


sweet as honey, who'd watch him grow through the years and was never afraid to chew his ass when he 
deserved it. 


Minutes later steaming soup, hot coffee, and iced water were sat before them. The table was clean and 
organized, the restaurant was slow and quiet, and Duff was already attempting to suck down his soup long 


before it was cool enough for consumption. 


He plopped in a couple ice cubes, cast a cautious look over his shoulder, then beamed at Slash while he stirred. 
"Fancy meetin’ you here, huh? Your name.. thought | was meetin’ some scary punk rock guy. Like, a fuckin’ 


serial killer or something." 


Peals of reacquainted laughter rang low enough not to disturb the relaxed atmosphere. Damn, Slash was glad to 


be alone. 


"| was a little stressed out comin’ here, to be honest. And turns out, it's Red Hot Ruby Dots," Duff delightedly 
continued, his eyes heaping flattery on Slash's very welcoming visage. "How ya been, man? Sorry | didn't call, | 
just.. The fucking paper got wet in my pocket at work--| don't fucking know why | didn’t leave it in the fuckin’ 
car, | was..distracted. Did you get the note?" 


"| did, yeah. And all my money, too," Slash replied, impressed. "I tried calling, but, um.. Pauline never answered, 


SO... 


"Yeah, she got locked up." Duff drooped in his seat, the first spoonful of many hovering before his lips. 
"Happened a few days after | dropped off the..you know. Haven't seen her since. Also, | ate your Oreos.. And 
smoked the joint." 


Slash chuckled, giving his soup a few stirs while Duff unsuccessfully attempted to become a human wet-vac 
without being glared at by a nearby table. "At least they didn't go to waste. Sorry to hear about Pauline, 
though." 


"Yeah. The building got pretty quiet after she left. Started smelling like mold and roaches instead of good ass 
food, too." Duff sounded forlorn and self-conscious when he elevated his spoon and said, "Thanks for this, man" 


"No problem. Besides, you cooked; | just ordered this," Slash breezed, gaining a grateful smile. “Speaking of.. 
Where was your gear? We talked a lot about music, but | don't remember you saying you play. Or, like, seeing 
a guitar or anything.” 


Duff stilled his spoon, a respectable chunk of his bowl already gone. He was surprisingly mess-free, considering 
his frantic scooping action and light huffing and puffing. 


"In the closet." Cream and sugar drizzled into Duff's coffee cup, influencing Slash to do the same. Duff took a 
several quenching gulps from his mug, as undeterred from its heat as he was the soup's, then inhaled deeply, 


his body visibly relaxing from the warmth and comfort of simple sustenance. 


"Few weeks after | moved here, | was still livin’ in my car. | had all my shit in there, and someone stole my 
fuckin’ drum set out the backseat." Duff rolled his eyes, sneaking a speedy sip before setting down the mug. 
"Still got my guitar and bass, but bein’ down my drums sucks. Even if it wasn't a fancy set" 


"Aw, that fuckin’ blows Sorry to hear that, man," Slash sympathized. "So, like, does that mean you do 


everything, then? Guitar, drums, bass, vox, everything?" 
"Yep." 
"Wow." 


Duff chortled, looking a little better after he upended the bowl and guzzled the last dregs of soup. He placed it 
back on the table, hushed a robust burp, then cupped his steaming coffee in slender hands. 


"Yeah. Well, when | first got into music and, like, playing in bands, | wanted to be useful, ya know? | just wanted 
to learn everything. Get in there, get goin’, learn the ins and outs. | wanted to fuckin’ do it all and | didn't care: 
play, lug gear, book gigs, take fuckin’ tickets, whatever. So long as | was around the scene, ya know? So | 


learned three chords, joined a band, and I've never quit" 

"Like me and fuckin’ guitar, man" Slash smiled enchantingly to himself. "My grandma bought me one a few 
years ago, and | haven't sat it down since. | definitely like playing a lot more than | do the business aspect..but | 
can't let Steven handle that or else nothing would get done." 


Duff stifled a guffaw so violent he flinched. He smacked his hands over his mouth, wrangling what sounded like 
a bursting HA! into nothing more than a roguish chortle and wildly dancing eyes. 


"That was the guy," he speed-wheezed behind hovering hands. "The dude who got his ass kicked at the bar. That 
was the guy" 


"What?" Slash leaned forward in his seat, absolutely invested. "For sure?" 

Duff nodded furiously, muffling unhinged giggles in his hands. 

"Holy shit" Slash's eyes popped wide in delicious realization He careened forward, swatting Duff's generous 
sleeve with his fingertips. "Dude! Dude! Man, what the fuck-- You wouldn't believe the what he told me when | 
asked why he was all fucked up." 

"Huh Duff managed to peep behind his hands. His face and neck were as red as his jacket. 

"Well, | saw him a few days later, right? Had a doozy of a shiner." Slash's left forefinger haughtily circled his 


left eye. He quickly lit a cigarette, hot gossip at the ready. "His cheeks and eyebrows were cut up. He was 
bruised all over. Kinda looked like a stomped on peach." 


Slash paused, then dropped his head to the side for dramatic affect. "Motherfucker told me he got hit by a 


" 
car. 


"What? Duff's hands dropped. He sounded offended the world was denied such a juicy story. "No way. Hit by a 


car?" 
"No shit, man! Fucking Ait by a goddamn car" 
"Uh-uh!" 


"| couldn't believe that horseshit. | kinda looked at him and was like, ‘Did it only hit you in your fuckin’ face, or 


what?" 


Howls exploded from the booth. Roiling, demented cackles accompanied a spotty rhythm of pounding fists and 
slapping hands, the duo's shared hilarity at Steven's deserved misfortune disturbing nothing but the peace and 


some mellow golden oldies. 


Duff gained his shaky composure first. He wiped his eyes and met damp, watery gazes with Slash, whose chin 


rested on his crossed arms, his face flushed, beaming, and panting. 


Duff's rosy features were impish beneath his blue hair as he popped a smoke between his lips and lit it. He 
took a deep pull, steadying himself, then sighed calmly with his exhale. 


"He was a cool guy, ya know?" Duff began, looking a touch conscious-stricken. Only a fouch "| didn't wanna laugh 
at him earlier, but it was hard because every time | looked at him, all | saw was him getting his ass handed to 


him. 
Slash started chuckling again. It was as if he'd been given fuel, like a tapped gas pedal. 


'It was so funny, man. Like.. | don't know how to describe it, other than he just got punched, scruffed, and 


chucked" 


"Punched, scruffed, and chucked,” Slash repeated, snickering himself back to pink cheeks. "Oh, my god. Oh, fuck, | 
wish | could've seen that shit." 


‘It was somethin’, man" Duff seemed to sit taller. His eyes were brighter. "Like, I've seen and been in some 


pretty crazy fights, and that one was fuckin’ up there." 


Time did that weird thing where it got away without Slash knowing how. The night was filled with events: more 
bowls of soup and cups of coffee; more tales of drunken, fucked up shenanigans; smatterings of origin stories 
and background information; then a relatively short ride in the Maverick to Slash's place, where Duff tiptoed 


through the front door so cautiously it was as if he were sneaking into enemy territory. 


"She's outta town" Slash read Duff's apprehension clear as a billboard. "And she doesn't give a fuck. She just 
doesn't want me to get caught" Slash grabbed Duff's hand and tugged him properly into the house, seeing as 
he was standing in the way of the door Slash was trying to shut. "She helped me get dressed up and 


everything. Remember?" 


"Oh.yeah. Duh." Duff shook his head chastisingly at himself. His pale face was illuminated honey gold from the 


hall lamp that was always on, turning powerfully curious as he laid eyes on Slash's one and only tattoo. 


Slash didn't register this thorough eyeballing of Shirley. Duff's hand still in his, he wound them through the 
house and down to the basement, his mind set on his mission, on the guitar he knew was only a few steps 


away. 
Handhold notwithstanding, he'd deal with the flirty stuff later. It was business time. 


Slash was extra glad he'd tidied up that day as he led Duff to the clothing-free couch and dropped him off. 
Slash had taken the time to do a deep cleaning of his snakes' tanks, which eventually led him to conquer the 
rest of his room.which needed to be picked up, anyway, in case of a prospect band member. But, hey! Brownie 
points towards a fuck never hurt, do they? 


"I have snakes," Slash said out of nowhere, as if to instantly revoke those Clean Room Kudos. "Just so you 


know. Big ones. Only a couple, though." 
'|.see that." Duff looked around Slash, a single suspicious eye squinted in their direction. "Can they get out?" 


"Nah," Slash lied. He didn't bother looking as one of them nosed the top of their enclosure, bobbing several 
sizable stacks of books that helped hold the lid closed. "And besides, they're sweethearts." 


"Ah, okay. Cool" Duff obviously had mixed feelings about the "sweethearts" comment. He glanced with mock 
tension to the tuxedo cat that had hunkered by his side, leaned towards him, then scratched him gently 
between the ears. "If that guy gets out, I'll tip ya off, okay? Give ya a good head start." 


Slash laughed, relieved to see that this guy wasn't a jackass to his animals like one or two of his other 
hopefuls had been. He stooped to give the Tuxedo a few scritches, asking the cat in a doting tone if he'd made 
a new friend, then looked kindly to Duff. "Alright. Lemme grab my guitar.” 


Duff wasn't critical of Slash's surroundings in the slightest. There was merely the awkward passage of time 
while Duff and the Tuxedo waited patiently for Slash retrieve his guitar from its stand, flip on the amp, then 


sink beside them on the sofa. 


"So.. Um..." 


For some reason, Slash's nerves were kicking in ten times harder than they usually did during an audition. He 
felt stupidly shy as he looked at Duff, then down to his guitar, then back at Duff, his mouth dry as a fucking 


bone and his mind as blank as can be. 
He smiled timidly, and Duff smiled right back, encouraging as hell, which didn't fucking help. 


Slash restlessly arranged his guitar on his lap: a brand new red BC. Rich Warlock. Then, with a pang of self- 
consciousness, he remembered to crank it up. The amp buzzed. 


‘lm just, uh." Slash chuckled, and damn if it didn't relax him. "Gonna play." 
He took a breath, then took the plunge. 


Duff was a fantastic audience. He was quiet during the performance, paid close attention, and, from Slash's 


point of view, reacted in all the right ways at all the right times. 


Slash didn't believe in playing covers upon first audition. He was in this to make music, not regurgitate someone 
else's fucking handiwork. He dove right in, showcasing his chops in a perfected cavalcade uniquely ‘Slash’, the 
strings singing, chugging, and wailing in a style many in Los Angeles just couldn't vibe with. 


Duff's brows popped up more than once. He rubbed his chin in careful consideration and concentration, keeping 
a steady stream of affection on the Tuxedo as he watched Slash pull off string-skipping and swooping arpeggios 
like lightning. 


The final resounding chord hung beautifully, almost hauntingly in the air. Slash wondered if Duff could hear his 


heart thundering over it, beating madly on adrenaline and a dream. 


The Guy didn't say anything at first. For a few seconds the strings droned. The Tuxedo purred beneath a stilled 


hand. Slash waited anxiously, eyes locked on the thin, grimaced face that morphed into awe. 
"Wow. Oh, wow." 
"Is that.good?" Slash laughed nervously. His instincts always told him to brace for the worst. 


"Man.. Wow." Duff chuckled. He ran his fingers through his neon hair and rubbed the back of his neck, looking 
pleasantly amazed. "I've never heard anyone play like that. Like, you actually play. Its thought-about. It's 
structured, and cohesive, and has a flow. The notes have feeling and meaning instead of being, like, a bunch of 


cool sounds to fill the space. Whoa" 
"IFs just ‘me’, | guess." Slash's smile waxed shy. He felt himself sway away, unsure how to take this praise. 


He wanted to nerd out about his creative process. He could feel the words catch on the back of his tongue 


until they jammed his throat. He wanted to tell Duff all of his influences, favorites, and ideas. He wanted to 


share every single one of his billions of thoughts in the avalanche they demanded, but damn it, he didn't wanna 
fuck anything up. 


"I just recently fell into my own thing. Trying to figure out my sound," Slash patted his Warlock affectionately, 
"figure out what | wanna play. It's like everyone in LA. wants to be Eddie Van Halen, you know? | keep 
auditioning all these people that sound the same. Everybody wants to tap and shred. Nobody wants to play." 


Duff considered this. He took a generous moment, letting fall a gentle lull before asking, "Do you..have a guitar 


to spare?" 


Slash nearly recoiled. "Uh.. Yeah." He frowned, trying to recall where he last had it. "I think | left it in the living 


room. It's acoustic, though." 
Duff shrugged, looking excited. "Wanna jam?" 
"Wanna beer?" 


Despite his thrilled face, Slash passed the Warlock to Duff with the silent sentiment, Dont you hurt my fuckin’ 
baby, written very clearly on it. He shot to his feet, already walking backwards towards the stairs. 


"| get the sense that you and | are the kinda guys who can always appreciate a beer," Duff winked. He took his 


job as guitar guard seriously, arranging it securely on his lap. "You mind if | warm up a litte?" 


"Make yourself at home." Slash extended his arms to the not-so-grand vastness of his room, motioning with a 


hand, "Bathroom's there if you need it. Be right back" 


In a blur he bounded up the stairs, throttling his speed to a crawl when tentative warm up riffs started 
slithering their way into the living room. Ever alert for the sounds of promise, he adopted this snail's pace, 
slugging to the kitchen alongside the Orange, who had finally forgiven him for bringing home a stranger that 
smelled like they had pet numerous stray dogs that day. 


Slash grabbed two cans from the fridge. Then nabbed two more. Then went ahead and snatched a couple more 
seconds before his ears seemed to swivel on their own, honing sharply on the sudden blast of music hurtling 


from the basement. 


It sneered and snarled, aggressive and alive. It writhed and churned in a life not too unlike his own playing, 


slavering and soulful all at the same time. 


The rawness of it made Slash's hairs stand on end; sent sparks skittering over his skin. His face morphed a 
multitude of emotions, his entire being keenly focused and totally fucking floored. 


These were sounds Slash had never heard his Warlock make. 


Holy shit 
He had to know. 


Arms loaded with beer, he tottered down the basement steps..then had to turn around because he'd gotten so 


distracted that he'd completely forgotten the acoustic. 


With an eager, bracing breath, Slash descended into the music. He was conscious to keep his steps at a steady 
pace, unwilling to fall on his face, send everything clattering, and make an absolute ass out of himself in front 


of the first promising person to grace his sofa cushions. 


After his first few tenuous steps into the room, the loud melody stumbled, going silent with Duff's surprised, 
"Oh, shit!" and corresponding palm mute. 


Slash laser-focused on the Warlock as Duff, now coatless, pulled off an impressive exchange: he rose from the 
couch, slid the guitar in his place as gingerly as if he were attempting to lie down and sneak away from a 
sleeping baby, then swooped like a hawk to save the acoustic from where it hung for dear life in Slash's 
shaking fingers. 


"Damn, man, you bring enough?" Duff helpfully plucked the two most precarious cans from Slash's arms. He 
moved out of the way so Slash could plop the others on the couch alongside the Warlock's fretboard, 


extremely mindful not to bounce them. 


"Judging from experience, | didn't wanna make another trip too soon" Slash huffed a few labored, smirking 


breaths, rubbing his chilly arms. "Once | get going, | like to keep goin." 


When smokes, guitars, beers, and butts were in place, Slash glanced at his strings. He asked, "Man, what was 


that you were playin earlier?" 
"You dug it?" Duff sounded cautiously optimistic. 


"Yeah! It had balls and snarl. It had some fucking fe," Slash strained the word with appreciation, painfully 


recalling several of his sub-par interviewees. 
Duff's proud, relieved chuckle made Slash wonder if he, too, was having hell finding people he grooved with. 


‘It was kind of a rough mix of stuff to get my head back in the game." Duff raised his hands, gesturing an 
invisible timeline as he explained, "The beginning was from one of my bands back home. A little bit was some 


stuff I've been working on since | moved. The rest was practiced improvision. Riffing." 


Duff glanced at Slash's tattoo again, smiling discreetly to himself like this was one of the greatest mysteries in 
the world. Slash still didn't notice. He was gliding his fingers around his fretboard, frowning as he concentrated 
on recreating the riff in his head. 


‘It was the first part. The first--" Slash took a chance, making an educated guess on his ears’ one and only 


listen. He tried, and while it was mostly the correct notes, it definitely wasn't the correct technique. 


"The sound--" He grimaced, mystified and a little embarrassed since he'd fucked up The Guy's music. He looked 
to Duff to explain his unsuccessful riffing. "How'd you get that tone, that--" He imitated the scratchy, driving 


hook that captivated him. "It was so cool." 


"Yeah, herel! I'll show you. Swap? I'll be careful--promise.” Duff looked well pleased to be trading ideas, shifting 
guitars seamlessly as Slash passed off the Warlock "You mind showin’ me a few things, too? You play so fast, 


Jesus Christ. That's the fastest fuckin’ left hand I've ever seen" 
Slash burst into laughter, demonstrating some of that fancy fingering in a fiery flamenco flourish. 


"Fuckin far out, man!" Duff's dark brunette brows floated to his blue hair. "That's fucking amazing. My thing's 


not as cool, but--" 


Duff demonstrated and explained while Slash paid close attention, insistent that Duff's "staticky rhythm buzz" 
was just as cool as his own "crazy lightning fingers." In short time the Warlock passed back to its owner, who, 
after some trial, error, and a little playing dumb to earn some gentle positionings of hands by Duff, added a 


new talent to his repertoire. 


‘Oh, wow. | love that" Slash was beaming with knowledge, eyes aglow as he sprinkled the technique into an 


exercise. "Thanks!" 


The sound of an acoustic promptly laying down a hearty, complimentary rhythm beneath his melody gave Slash 
the kind of excited tingles very, very few things did. 


Even without the benefit of electricity, something about Duff's playing clicked with Slash. After months of let 
downs, Slash basked in the ease of being able to lead without being trodden over or competed with. Duff was 
able to follow without needing his hand held. He listened, thought about the tune, and put his own flairs beneath 


Slash's more eccentric moments without the two streams clashing. He queued in well to key and tempo changes 


without warning, adjusting his flow efficiently every time. 
If he fucked up, it wasn't a big deal. No furious slams or diva attitude befouled the acoustic's strings. 


Duff was an intuitive and alert musician, and Slash made definite note of it. He could hear passion in that old, 


ringing acoustic..which was quickly going out of tune like it normally did under heavy strumming. 
Well, twenty minutes of playing..good playing Slash specified, is worth a beer and tuning break, eh? 


Slash hushed the Warlock. He grinned from ear to ear, equipping beers in both hands. 


"Dude, that was awesomel" He propped a can on each knee and popped the tabs with his index fingers. "Its been 
a while since | played with someone who.plays off me so well. No shit, | was gettin’ a little jaded--you put a 


shine on it, man! That was really cool" 


"Yeah, it was! Haven't jammed like that in too fuckin' long." Duff's electrified visage was subtly playful as he 
accepted a beer. "Glad | could help put a shine on it. Give it some Sparkles, ya know." 


Slash went as red as the cherry beret--but not in a bad way. He sat tall and proud without Steven around. 
High on all kinds of success, he was ready as fuck for this broach of subject, surplus courage bitter and fizzy 


on the back of his tongue. 


"Can | ask you somethin?" Duff ejected before Slash could begin, expression harmless. "Nothin’, like, fucked up 
or anything, jus'.. Your tattoo." 


"My tatt--" Slash patted his right arm, then looked for himself. 

"Yeah!" Duff studied the ink alongside Slash, probably thankful he no longer had to disguise his glances. "| 
noticed it the morning after, but didn't wanna be rude. You said it was your first time dressing up, so.. | was 
just curious." 

"Oh! That's Shirley. | drew her and got her when | was, like, sixteen" Slash's forefinger underscored the text 
etched beneath her. "Also, you know..my name. But..yeah! That's Shirley." He tapped her happily, back on track. 
‘She's sort of my alter ego." 

Duff's fluffy blue head tipped inquisitively. Slash chortled. 

"Nah. Ruby's different," he resolved. "She's not Shirley.” 


Despite Slash's smile, an uneasy tightness gripped his chest. He sucked down several bracing swigs of beer, 


then silenced his belch to a long exhale while he pondered. 
"Shirley is..a character. Ruby was.. She's.." 


Slash heaved a sigh. He dragged a tense hand over his face, struggling to scrounge the words he hadn't found 


in weeks. 


"Ruby was unexpected and a lot more real than Shirley" His rushing verbal vomit had yet to scare away Duff, 
who was listening surprisingly intently. "Shirley's the alter ego. But Ruby... 


Slash shrugged, falling into silence. A beguiled, almost affectionate chuckle curled his lips. "Ruby's somethin’ 


else." 


"She is, yeah," Duff agreed, honeyed and warm. "Not to mention way hotter." 


The compliment was as luxurious as a candlelit, rose-petaled, booty call bubble bath. With the added benefit 
that it answered a respectable hunk of the shitty, soul-searching questions Slash had been torturing himself 


with for nigh on two months. 


Slash was flattered as all fuck, but his whirling thoughts needed arranging. Good thing his hands had a mind of 


their own when a guitar was in them; It always seemed to help him think. 


He made sure to set the volume at an appropriate ambiance, keeping the background tune a light, mellow blues 


as he mused. 


Slash decided to trust his instincts. And his libido. His tone was more softspoken than usual with his impending 
candor, urging Duff to scoot a bit nearer, which neither of them seemed to mind, "I was..pretty bummed when 
you didn't call. No shit. | wasn't gonna be weird about it, but | was hoping I'd run into you again. l'm glad | did" 


"Me too." Fresh beer near his smiling lips, Duff watched and listened. "Glad | didn't puss out on that whole 


murderer thing." 
Laughter brightened the composition. 


"Yeah. And thanks for not.outing me." The words felt unnatural; too genuine on Slash's tongue. He winced, the 


music reflecting his discomfort with a fumbled twang ad libbed into a key change. “Earlier. With Steve." 


"No way, man." Duff looked vehement in his conviction. "Thats your business. Like, how what we do-- Or, uh, 


um.. Or, or did--is our business. You know?" 


Apprehension touched Duff's words, quickly played off with a smile that was soft, coy, and hopeful. It was also 


marvelously kiss-ass, unapologetic, and charming as hell. 
Y polog g 


A wide, racy grin inched across Slash's face. Lip bitten, he nodded, feeling the warmth of success blossom in 


his chest. 


"So.. That being said, because fuck yeah, | wanna do that again--" Slash flung himself on a whim of adrenaline 
and hormones, hoping like hell Duff's answer would compliment the tingle brewing beneath the Warlock. Despite 
his thoughtful playing, his stomach flip~flopped. He tried not to stumble over his words, "Would you be 
interested in.switching? And--and if it's not cool for me, to..you know. Top. If you're not up for that, then 
maybe.. Maybe for..Ruby?" 


"Damn, man, hang on, let me." Duff raised his red-logoed beer near Slash's glowing face. "Daaang, look at that. 


Very impressive." 


"Heyyy" The word was a rumbling, flirtatious giggle as Slash shooed Duff away, giving his bare inner forearm a 


long, lingering stroke instead of an actual swat. 


Oh, my god, Slash. How can you ask to fuck a guy, then titter like a bitch? Stupid! 


"Aww, no need to be embarrassed. Its cool, baby." There wasn't a blotch of blushing on Duff's slim features. 
He beamed like this was one of the greatest suggestions he'd ever heard, his expression waxing risque as he 


answered, "I'd be up for that. And down for it, too." 


"Oh, man' Slash huffed with extreme relief, beaming while both hands took turns excitedly fluffing his hair. 


"Awesome. Feels like such a loaded question. | didn't wanna piss you off." 


‘| ain't no bitch. Even with a dick in my ass." Duff proclaimed it with such masculine sass, it sent Slash 


spiraling into laughter. 


Duff chuckled along, gently nursing his beer. He seemed to be gathering his thoughts as he sipped, waiting 
patiently, almost with roguish expectation, until Slash's amusement had passed. 


"Well, you..forgot your panties in the car, right?" Duff soon asked, smile subtle and suggestive. "And they left 


me..thinkin’. Ya know? I'm glad you asked. ‘Cause | wondered” 


Slash's pulse hammered. His eyes darted to the closet where Ruby's incomplete lingerie set lay, sheltered in a 


box all its own. 


"You wondered? Really? Even with all." Slash gestured the length of his body, circled a hand round his rapt, 
gratified face, "that." 


"Uh..yeah" Duff's eyebrows soared with his polite, unspoken, DUH "You knew what you wanted, was open about 
it, was rockin’ the hell outta that garter belt. Everything we did--every position, all the fuckin, like, oral and 
hand stuff--you were so into it. Fuckin'.takin' it and dishin' it like a pro; had, like, this kind of dominance and 


control the whole time--it was hot Fuck yeah, | fuckin’ wondered" 


Slash's posture refined. His face brightened with Ruby's elegantly assured, Please, go on.. smile, his chin raising 
just enough for his curls to cascade the length of his stubbled jawline. 


"I was like, ‘Man.if that guy fucks like that, I'm thinkin’ | want him to fuck me. Damn" 


Despite Duff's carnal compliments, he regarded Slash with a more concentrated interest. After another swig of 
his dwindling beer he pulled back the reins, exchanging his lust for awkward sincerity. 


"Plus. You're cool. | wanna pick your brain, talk music, and play; hang out and shit" Duff shrugged weakly, 
looking much less self-conscious when he speedily added, "And, you know, mess around, too. But.. | donno. You're 


cool. You know?" 


A chuckle on his lips, Slash nodded. The bluesy, laid back melody stumbled with his racing heart. 


"You're cool, too, man," he replied, grin broad. "| had no idea you could play. It's neat that you have all this wide 
range of knowledge about.fuckin’ everything Plus, | really appreciate that you don't get weird when |..ramble. 
About guitar and stuff" 


"But..you have cool ideas." Duff stated this like it was an obvious strength, not the critical imperfection Slash 


had come to borderline-accept. "And I'd like to hear more of them. And more playing, too, ‘cause wow" 

Slash could've sworn he felt himself glowing. Hell, he couldn't remember the last time he'd received such 
positive feedback concerning his playing. Normally, all he fuckin’ heard was bifch, bitch, bitch, and, "Sorry, mon. 
You're just not what we're looking for." 

Duff's validation was fresh air he hadn't expected. Much less realized just how intensely he'd craved. 

Slash was so happy, he could've kissed the Guy! 

And he surely did. 


The half-a-cushion distance closed with Slash's small scooch. 


The Guy grinned. And scooted even closer. his thigh timidly bumped Slash's, then settled snugly, sending a 
toasty shiver through Slash's system. 


Holy shit, Slash couldn't beleve it. Just how many benefits could be crammed into one friend?! 

Oh, man, he was close. So close that the Warlock had to be hugged painfully into his torso. So close that bulky 
acoustic had to be propped carefully against the couch. So close that Slash could make out flecks of amber in 
those nearby green eyes. So close that Slash's lips felt the warm puff of Duff's chuckle just before the kiss. 
BANG, BANG, BANG 

The two wrenched apart. Slash hadn't even noticed a hand was on his thigh until it was jerked away in alarm. 
"Slash? Baby, you down there?" 

He could've evaporated in his seat. 

Recognition shadowed Duff's face. His happiness drained; his rosied cheeks paled. He stared gravely at Slash, 
dead silent, his eyes massive and brows so high they looked like they were about to make a break for the 


safety of his hairline. 


"Oh, my god, /m sorry," Slash groaned in distress, mortified for the second time that night. He rose to his feet, 
slightly panicked, and passed Duff the Warlock like a unspoken olive branch. "She told me she was going out of 


town, | don't-- | don't know why-- Just.. Just give me a sec." 


Slash's fussing fizzled as he powered up the stairs. Annoyed and thrown off his groove, he stared so intently 
at his churning feet that he smacked hard into an unseen body. 


"Owl" 


A hand lashed out, snatching Slash's arm and just before he bowled backwards. "Watch where you're going, 


damn it." 
"Mom!" Slash's footing found a sturdy stair. Flustered and embarrassed, he yanked his arm from Ola's grip. 
"Why.. | thought--" He huffed aloud, so frustrated he flung his arms to the bottom of the stairs, face aghast. 


"/ have company" 


"I know. | saw the car," Ola flatly replied She kept her voice politely hushed, as if said-company were present 
for her pop-in. "So..do you want the pizza, beer, cigarettes and groceries | left in the kitchen, or--" 


Slash hushed a scoff. He pinched his lips into a thin line, thinking twice before he said something stupid. 
"Yes," he sighed, shoving down his irritation His quiet volume matched his mother's. "Thank you." 


"You're welcome." Paper crinkled, and Ola handed off a heavy bag Slash, in his irk, hadn't seen. "| restocked the 
fridge, but bought you a couple singles for tonight. Good thing, too, huh?" 


The dim bulb above their heads shed a little too much light on Ola's twinkling eyes. 
"Since you have company, and all." 


Her gaze shifted to the side, peering curiously over Slash's violently cringing shoulder. Her triumphant 
countenance swelled, and she raised a hand, wiggling a few fingers down the stairwell in greeting. 


"Didn't get your name last time," she said, unbothered. "Recognized your car, though." 

Bag of cold cans to clutched his stomach, Slash turned stiffly to watch this interaction, figuring Duff would've 
been quivering in his worn out boots. Instead, the Guy introduced himself to Ola just as calmly as he had Slash 
earlier that day, though he preferred to hover at the bottom of the stairs. Slash couldn't blame him. 

"Yeah, sorry about that. | was nervous." Duff smiled awkwardly, fidgeting a little. "'m-- I'm Duff. Mrs...2" 


Call me Ola," she replied, expression kind. "And thank you again for returning my purse." 


Duff nodded, but he seemed to be struggling to maintain eye contact with Ola the longer he stood there. In a 
matter of seconds, Slash watched as a ruddy blush on Duff's cheeks unfurled, painting his entire face, ears, 


and neck a bright, brilliant coral. His eyes darted like spooked minnows, landing everywhere in the dim stairway 


but Ola. 


"No problem." The strain in Duffs voice was noted only through the tightness of his mouth, which still 
retained that awkward grin. It was starting to look painful. "Just, uh.the right thing to do. Ya know?" 


"Mm" Ola tipped her head in return, a faintly entertained expression on her face. She smoothed the pleats of 
her dress, nodding in a slow, resigning manner as she pivoted slightly towards Slash. 


"Okay, I'm leavin," she said resolutely, extending her arms for a hug. "I'll leave you two to your." 


She glanced casually Duff's way, causing him to startle and steer his eyes into the ground. A brief, powerful 
smirk touched her lips. 


"Business." 


"Mom," Slash mumble-hissed again, leaning into the hug to get this goodbye over with. He pat her back hastily, 
half-contemplating shoving her up the stairs. 


"Bye, baby." She pulled away, giving him a peck on his exasperated cheek. "Should be back late Tuesday evening. 
Food's put up, extra money's on the counter. Pizza's getting cold. Feed your quest 


"Mom" 
"Alright" 


Ola pacified Slash with a pat on the arm, chuckling quietly to herself. She spoke one last time to Duff, 
unleashing a polite but fierce, "Behave n my house," before she dipped her head in cordial farewell. "Nice seein' 


you again, Duff. Take care." 
"You, too," Duff called back, still a bit on edge, but genial. "Thanks for not kickin! my butt” 


Ola burst with laughter. She stooped towards Slash on his lower step, a hand on his shoulder to very 
urwillingly draw him nearer, and rustled a charmed, "He's so cute," into his curls. Then, with two proud pats on 


her son's shrinking, sizzling shoulder, she turned to ascend the stairs. 


Slash agreed, but it didn't make this fiasco any less cringeworthy. Unwilling to surrender the light at the end 
of the tunnel, he grimaced down the dark stairway, muttering an apologetic, "Be right back," to The Guy 


standing below him. 


Duff waved a hand, shaking his head with a stupefied grin. While he was obviously ruffled, he didn't seem 
offended by Ola's untimely intrusion. He jabbed a thumb over his shoulder, then strummed an air guitar. "Pick 
up where we left off?" 


"Yes" Slash beamed, relieved. Then he hurried behind Ola, fully intending to escort her all the way out the door 


before he slammed the locks and barricaded the couch in front of it. 


He caught up with her just as she was opening the car door. He trotted attentively to her side, the late night 
autumn air brisk and bolstering as he held the door for her. The cold, rushing wind whipped through his hair 
and soaked through his clothes, icy and invigorating on his hot, embarrassed skin 


"Thanks, baby," Ola said, giving him a grateful smile before she smoothed her dress beneath her and slid into 
the car. The black and white polka dot pleats flapped so harshly that Slash worried he'd slam them in the door, 


but with instinct and well-placed timing the dress lived to be worn another day. 


Happy as hell to see his mother off, Slash craned down to blurt his impatient adieu. His legs tensed with 
anticipation, more than prepared to dash to the house the moment the words left his mouth. 


Then he froze. His every muscle locked while his jaw unhinged. He stared, horrified, through the open window at 
her; at her dress The comprehension was more biting than the wind; more gnawing than the frigid, despairing 


pit cratering his stomach. 
"Holy shi-- Oh, my god" 


Slash bashed his head on the window frame as he shot upright, throwing himself from the dress as if it were 
was evidence of an unspeakable crime. He blanched pale blue beneath the ogling moon, clutching the back of his 
throbbing head. His heart seemed to slow, his blood jellified to sludge by burning indignation and winter's 


creeping chill. 


Slash closed his eyes. He drew deep, centering breaths, waiting out the indecently intense head pain before he 


lost his ever-loving shit. 


When the pangs dulled, Slash lowered his hands to hover midair. With a long, calm exhale he pleaded in a voice 


slow, solemn, and sober, "Please. Please fuckin' tell me you did not do that on purpose. Please." 


Ola cackled with a healthy blend of enjoyment and sympathy. She reached down, smoothing the dress in a 


manner that bordered on pride. 


"No, | didn't," she relented Truthfully, a piece of Slash's scrambled brain registered. "I like how it worked out, 
though. And | like that you think | got it in me." 


The car roared to ignition Sallow light disintegrated Slash's vision as the headlamps blared, glaring harshly off 
the living room windows. In the whirlwind of shielding his stinging eyes, Ola reached out the window to pat him 
roughly on the stomach. "Plus, it's good to keep you humble, huh?" 


"Wha--" Slash sputtered wordlessly, blinded and baffled He gestured helplessly in the air, trying to squint 
through the brightness. 


The gears shifted. The car groaned and whined as it began to roll backwards out of the drive, forcing Slash to 
hop back several paces. His eyes opened as he escaped the light. 


"Gotta go, baby. Don't break my shit!" Ola's stern voice reiterated for the millionth time; Slash's watery gaze 
could make out the car, but not her: "And remember: | don't care who you're fuckin’, but no parties while I'm 
gone. Alright?" 

"What?!" 

"And sfay out my closet!" 


Slash struggled to speak; all his mouth did was flop and utter strangled, discombobulated sounds. 


The car reversed resolutely onto the street. Ola waved out the window, finality permeating the gesture. "Bye, | 


love you! Have fun with your scrawny cheetah, baby!" 


She waited long enough for Slash to murmur a puzzled, "Love you..too?" Then, with a gigantic grin, she sped 


away. 


Slash stood in the vacant driveway. Cold, confused, and concerned, he stared stiffly down the road, eyeballing 
the empty space where seconds ago had been two fiery taillights. 


He cast his gaze among the dark houses, minutely reassured when he saw that all lawns were vacant of 


human life. 
What the shit just happened? 


It was probably best not to ask. He did have company, after all. He was loathe to be a rude host when a good 
evening had gone so ludicrously tits up. 


Slash was no stranger to sweeping shit under the rug. And that's right where this incident went. 


The pizza was on the kitchen table, where it usually was when Ola left town. Slash couldn't recall leaving the 
paper bag of beers beside it, but he wasn't about to spite the convenience as he hoisted them both in a 
protective grip. 


Feeling sufficiently secure after peeking out the living room blinds, checking and re-checking the front and back 
door locks, then taking another, more thorough scouring through the blinds, Slash and the Orange ambled back 
to the basement. 


Music from the acoustic crept up the passage, intriguing Slash with more punky chords and rhythms he was 
set on discussing over their late night dinner. He and the Orange parted ways as they hit the bottom step: 
Slash to the couch, and the Orange to one of her many hidey holes. 


"Oh, hey," Duff breezed when Slash breached his periphery. He sat the Warlock aside and reached to ease one 
of Slash's burdens, pleased to perch the pizza on his knees while Slash settled beside him. 


"Is everything." Duff plucked his newly lit cigarette from his lips. He offered it to Slash, watching him warily. 
"Everythin’... Cool?" 


" Thanks" Slash's sigh was heavy with gratitude. He savored the shit outta that first, fat drag, exhaling his 


nerves in a massive, looming cloud. 

"Yeah, it's cool. She was stocking up before she left" From the paper bag Slash doled out Duff's single, then 
began stacking a small stash of candies on the amp, fully expecting them to vibrate off. "Just.weird timing, | 
guess. Sorry ‘bout all.that:" 

"Nah, it's cool. So..we're good?" 

"Yep." 

"Yeah?" 


"Yeah." 


Slash chuckled, enjoying the lightening air between them. He cracked his beer, lifting it in solidarity. "At least 
this helps smooth shit, right?" 


He medicated himself liberally with Budweiser, dwindling the conversation to brief, cushy silence. While Slash 


was pretty sure a continued good night was all but guaranteed, a recovery period was undoubtedly necessary. 


Duff, too, sipped away his stress. From time to time he seemed to nod gently to an internal conversation he 


was having with himself, eyes fixed on the pizza box in his lap. 


The Orange crept cautiously by, choosing to make a formal assessment by smelling the entirety of Duff's 
decrepit boot. She paused at the heel and inspected it with a forceful series sniffs, the pupils of her eyes 
flaring and contracting before she huffed, settling into a cat loaf beside it. 


Slash noted this, furrowing a questioning brow her direction He gave a mental shrug, and through the haze of 
chugging a heavy helping of Bud he nagged with the feeling of being watched. The sense made him turn 
instinctually towards his guest. 


Duff had obviously been looking, seeing as he hadn't been fast enough to glue his eyes back to the pizza box. 
Slash wondered, then didn't have to once Duff pried his gaze from his lap, locking onto Slash's. 


The eye contact was electric. Like it had shot a white hot bolt through Slash's balls and blasted through the 
bottom of the couch. 


For a moment he watched the watcher, pondering the sudden reason for Duff's rapt regard and enigmatic 
smirk. 


He's not. 


His heart hiccupped as Duff, fully maintaining eye contact, took a casual sip of beer, then lowered his gaze to 
hover around Slash's waist, lingering there as if.. 


Imagining, Slash at last deduced. 
Wait. Are we gonna broach this? The dress? 
Oh, god 


But something about that sexy-eyed size-up floored his curiosity and adrenaline. His brain was fuckin’ sick that 
way. 


He took a thrilling, lightning-speed internal pause, reconsidering the night's events before he met the flirtatious 
gaze that had finally wandered upwards. 


And he looked the tattered Leopard Punk right back. Unwavering. Unshakeable. Unable to stop a big, stupid smirk 
from instantly fucking leaking onto his face. He could feel heat seep into his cheeks, but he didn’t rise to the 
bait. Not yet. 


Duff's expression took on more enjoyment. His smile shifted to more of a controlled grin as he glanced back 


over Slash, whose body was sheltered by worn clothes that Ruby Honeywell likely wouldn't be caught dead in. 
Then Duff shrugged, returning benign but beguiling eye contact. His eyes sparkled, 


"What?" Slash at last burst with chuckles, flustered and flattered and slightly turned on. "What?! Oh, god, okay- 


"Ruby wore it better," Duff stated, confident and surprisingly considerate in spite of his provocative ogling. 
"You wore it better. That's all." 


"L. ane 


Slash floundered, marvelously dazed. Lost for words, he fell into a flutter of soft, bashful laughter that just 
may have fallen from the lips of Ruby Honeywell herself. 


Any of Slash's residual misgivings dissolved as Duff shrugged, looking as if he'd done nothing more than voice 


rock-solid fact. He opened the box on his lap, raising the pristine pizza in eager invitation. 


"Wanna grab us a beer?" Duff asked, face aglow. "If | remember right, we never got to finish our talk about 


Zeppelin's first album, did we?" 


‘Oh, shit." Slash's energy skyrocketed. His eyes gleamed with enthusiasm. "Man, | could talk about Zeppelin all 
night." 


"Well." Duff tipped his head sideways. His smile was definitely more suggestive than the subject called for. "lm 


off tomorrow. So we do have all right. Ya know." 


‘Oh, man, fuck yeah!" Slash was abso-fuckin'-lutely euphoric. He leapt from the couch and tried not to trip 


over his feet, motioning excitedly across the room. "L-lemme grab my records.. Be right back!" 
Minutes later, as he pulled his beloved copy of Led Zeppelin | from its scuffed sleeve, Steven crossed his mind. 
The needle scratched, the audio crackled, and the one and only Jimmy Page strummed a series of chords that 


still had yet to fail in slamming chills through every fraction of Slash's mind, body, and soul. 


The drums rolled jauntily in. He recalled the first time he and Steven had jammed to this song, "Good Times, 
Bad Times," and what a fucking mess it had been 


That was nearly two years ago. And Steven shill didn't have a manageable kit. 

But maybe.. 

Slash plopped back onto the sofa. Cold-ish beer in hand, he looked towards Duff, who was Slash's perfect, bony, 
beraggled, blue-haired mirror image as he crouched excitedly towards the crooning record player, his eyes 
dancing with inspired thrill 

Slash couldn't believe his luck Or lack thereof, as it may have been 


Sometimes it paid to be friends with an asshole like Steve. 


Even if he is a dipshit 


